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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 



** The Awakening," the second of Mr. C. Haddon Cham- 
bers plays to be offered to the American reading public, 
parallels its predecessor in the admirable technical quali- 
ties of construction, of adroit selection and presentation 
of character, and fortunate choice of incident, in its free- 
dom from merely theatrical expedients, its frequent wit 
and abundant woof of humor, that comes to the surface 
of his story whenever his fabric will permit. But it walks 
wide of the other in the choice of its subject, which dips 
far deeper into the pool of human life and brings up 
stranger things. 

In " The Tyranny of Tears," Mr. Chambers was con- 
tent to merely shave human nature, with delightful neat- 
ness and despatch, to the sole and commendable end of 
making it festally presentable; and the success of his 
literary barbering in the theatre answered accurately to 
its great merit. In its adroit, unhackneyed and satisfying 
treatment of the commonplace it demanded for him a 
station high amonghis fellow-craftsman, for it is the privi- 
lege of the very highest rank alone to give the accolade 
of distinction to the humble and unconsidered. 

So assured a thing is Mr. Chambers^ preferment that he 
must not be rashly blamed for throwing off the mask with 
an easy confidence, after the manner of surely seated 
tyrants of all time, and showing to his subjugated public 
a frown in place of the smiling subservience with which 
he won them. This is only human, after all, and cannot 
be too harshly rebuked. But it may be respectfully pointed 
out that, in ** The Awakening," shaving has given place 
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Vlll INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

to surgery, and that our author now draws blood. It is 
minor surgery, perhaps, and looks forward to no possi- 
bility, even, of a tragic event, but it is a more serious 
business than of old, goes deeper into life, and sets us 
thinking of matters beneath the pleasant surface that he 
has so successfully illustrated elsewhere. 

*' The Awakening ^^ concerns itself with a crisis in the 
life of Mr. James St. John Trower, a general practitioner 
in sentiment, who during a long and industrious career of 
love-making, has sedulously avoided the narrowing and 
confining influences that necessarily cramp the efforts of 
the specialist who may devote himself to one woman only. 
He is described as a ^^ Juggernaut in trousers,'' by an 
acute if hyperbolical critic of his conduct, and is, in fact, 
that generally reprobated personage, a male flirt. 

It is a curious fact that goes far to rob the privilege of 
being a "lord of creation " of much of its attractiveness 
that while a coquette may serve the ends of the drama 
without disaster, and may even contribute by her heartless 
conduct to swell the sum of merriment in comedy without 
endangering the happy ending so beloved of theatre-goers, 
the introduction of a male trifler into the affairs of the 
stage straightway leads to trouble. It is thus Trower' s sex 
rather than his conduct that makes it difficult to describe 
**The Awakening" as a comedy and quenches its other- 
wise gaiety with tears. He is neither as unusual nor as 
contemptible a t3rpe as it is the fashion to regard him, 
nor can he fail to awaken a sneaking sympathy in the 
minds of the large number of men who have neither 
undergone the vaccination of a serious attachment nor 
incurred the artificial responsibilities of matrimony. To all 
such this somewhat unsympathetic hero will appeal in a 
sneaking fashion, and not in vain, even if the sympathy 



IKTRODUCTORT NOTE. ix 

may not be expressed. With all others the unfortttnate 
protagonist must fight a losing fight for three acts and 
gain at the end little more than a drawn battle with their 
sympathies. Yet apart from his unfortunate sentimental 
automatism, he is not a bad fellow, who has *^ never lied 
to a man in his life,'' and who would never have lied to 
women, had not their hasty and unexpected deductions 
from his words forced this repugnant expedient upon 
his good nature. 

Trower is singularly unfortunate, as heroes go, in having 
to perpetrate his enormities of conduct upon two women 
of quite unusual charm if of widely different character. 
Had he trifled with less valuable human material, less 
coveted by other males in that inevitable process of identi- 
fication that gives the drama zest, he might have come out 
better. For every man that really loves his theatre plays 
every part vicariously, being thus cheaply brave, beautiful, 
generous, noble or self-sacrificing, so long as the matter is 
flattering or in agreement with his tastes, but instantly 
critical and free of the author's yoke when it is no longer 
so. This point, upon which slenderly but securely spins 
the popularity of the acted drama, presses i>ainfully upon 
Trower, hopelessly enslaved by the text. For both Lady 
Margaret Staines and Olive Lawrence, the latter played in 
the original production by an American, Miss Fay Davis, are 
drawn with quite unusual charm and presented at the criti- 
cal point of the play in a scene of quite exceptional poig- 
nancy. Nothing less than a miracle can extenuate the 
man whose conduct brought about the fairly brutal situa- 
tion at the end of Act III, and Trower' s later apology, 
while effective in itself, cannot be regarded as ample when 
looked at fairly down the long perspective of the whole 
play. 



X INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

To the catholic lover of human nature " The Awaken- 
ing " presents an interesting and effective combination of 
character ; to the more or less conventional theatre-goeronly 
is it repugnant to see a hero that is unheroic, for nothing 
is more cordially disapproved and hated by this steadfast 
supporter of the drama than his own particular traits and 
weaknesses — whenever he is not obliged to recognize them 
as his own. So far as abundant humor, graceful and vigor- 
ous dialogue, fresh and interesting types of supplementary 
character, and adroit employment of them can divert at- 
tention from this halting protagonist, Mr. Chambers has 
protected him ; but like the eloquent and able advocate of 
a losing cause, he gains more admiration for himself than 
mercy for his client. 

This play was first produced in London at the St. 
Jameses Theatre, on February 6th, 1901, under the man- 
agement of Mr. George Alexander. The following note, 
by the author, regarding its first production, will be read 
with keen interest. 

'* ' The Awakening' was presented at the saddest period 
in recent English history. Mr. George Alexander, the 
manager, and Mr. Haddon Chambers, the author, were 
beginning to conduct a dress rehearsal of the play when 
word came in that the illness of Her Majesty Queen 
Victoria had taken a very serious turn. The rehearsal was 
immediately abandoned out of respect to the beloved 
Queen, and two hours later the Empire was thrown into 
unprecedented grief by the annoimcement that Her 
Majesty was dead. 

*' Four days after the great Queen's funeral, ' The 
Awakening* was produced. The entire house was of 
course in the deepest mourning. It was the first new play 
in the English language produced under the reign of King 
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Edward VII, and the first new play of the Twentieth Cen- 
tury. The principal parts were performed by Mr. George 
Alexander, Miss Fay Davis, Miss Gertrude Kingston, Miss 
Charlotte Granville, Mr. C. F. Mathews, Mr. H. B. Irving, 
Julie Opp, and Mr. Vincent. The play was very en- 
thusiastically received, and was critically and apprecia- 
tively reviewed in the press. In " The Awakening " there 
is no question of "a problem," but there is a very serious 
lesson. There are many St. John Trowers in the world, 
and to most of them, perhaps, no awakening ever comes, 
but he would surely be a hard man who could live through 
the scenes with Olive Lawrence and Lady Margaret 
Staines drawn so uncompromisingly in the play without 
having the eyes of his soul opened to a just view of self 
indulgence, and the indifference to the wound inflicted 
upon the hearts of others which have marked the conduct 

of bis life." 

F. E. Chase. 
Dec. 27ih, 1902, 
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ACT I 

Scene. — Tbowbr'b rooms, A dramng-room^ charm- 
ingly done — Louis XV. A door up L.O. leads 
to staircase. Door 0. leads to another room. 
Door B. leads to bedroom. It is evening^ after 
dinner. Cigarettes, matches, spirit stand, and soda 
water, ^c, on L. table. 

\0n curtain rising, Lord Reginald Dugdalb, 
Miss Prescott, Cecil Bibd, and Mrs. 
Herbertsois are playing Bridge. Mrs. H. 
ajid Bird are partners, and the former, 
whose partner has made trumps, is playing 
the two hands The play is silent for a few 
moments. Miss P. brightens up consider- 
ably, and plays in a rapid and determined 
way. Lord B. watches her play, Cecil 
hesitates before playing. 

Miss P. 

[To Bird.] Don't ruminate, Cecil. Play your 
ace. You can't take it to heaven with you. 

[Bird plays. Miss P. plays from Reggie's 
band third, Mrs. H. plays fourth, 
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Miss P. takes the trick. One more round 
is played in tfte same order^ completing 
the hand. 

Mrs. be. 
Cecil loves to hug his aces. 

Bird. 

Cecil woiTies along quite well at Bridge, thank 
you all for kind solicitude. 

Lord R. 

[Goes hack to his seat,'\ Three hearts, partner, and 
T had three honours. Twenty-four below and six- 
teen above — that's game — ^game all. 

[He marks. Miss P. gathers cards up and 
makes them. 

Bird. 

[Also marking. '\ Tecil made enough last week at 
the game to pay all going about expenses. 

[Miss P. cuts for Bird. 

Mrs. H. 
Such as cabs, tips, button-holes, eh ? 

Bird. 

[Dealing cards.^ No, not buttonholes — ^my florist 
Las faith. Cabs, tips, and laundry. Cabmen, ser- 
vants, and laundresses have no faith, and so Bridge 
becomes a blessing to the very poor. 

[Finished dealing, all take cards up and 
sort them. 
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Miss P. 



Did you ever wake up in the middle of the night 
and remember you had forgotten to mark '^ chicane ^ % 

Bird. 

Bather, it's horrid ! [Pause and look through cards.'l 
Ko trumps ! 

[Beooie plays a cardj Mjus. H. lays hen 
on table. 

Miss P. 
Of course. 

BiBD. 

One has to play the game. 

Lord R. 
Shall I play, partner? 

Miss P. 

Please. I call it a mean, grasping game to make 
it notories every time. Jim — Jim — 

[Trower enien 0. 

Trower. 
[By Miss P.] What can I do for anybody ? 

Miss P. 
I ask you to look at these cards. 

Trower. 
Most uncheeiful. \All laugh. 
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Miss P. 



You wouldn't laugh if you had sat like a stuck pig 
behind the cards I've held to-night. 

Mrs. H. 

I hope youVe something to call no trumps on. 

[BiBD passes hte cards to Mxe. H. ; she 
looks through them^ artd hands them 
hack. Reggie leads. Bird follows 
from Mes. H.*s hand^ which is spread 
on tahle. The play goes on in silence. 
The tricks each time are gathered by 
Miss P. 

Mbs. H. 

[After sixth hand.] There, you see, we're caught 
in spades. ReaUy, Cecil, it's too tiresome of you. 

[One more round played in silence. 

Miss P. 
Bi*avo, partner ! How many is that I 



Beggib. 



Seven, 



Miss P. 
I think we can give them the restp 

Tboweb. 



[Who can see Mrs. H.'s hand.] Yes, the rest are 
theirs. [TTie hands are throum datm. 
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Lord R. 
[Marking.] Twelve below, and honours? 

Miss P. 
[Promptly.] Easy. 

Bird. 

It afflicts me to contradict you, Miss Prescott, 
but I had two aces and my partner had one. 

Lord R. 

[Marking.] Thirty above. 

[Mrs. H. cuts to Reggie. Bird marks. 

Miss P. 
Smile, Cecil, smile. 

Mrs. H. 

[Crossly.] I wish he wouldn't play such an asi- 
nine game when I'm his partner. 

Miss P. 
Smile, Cecil. 

[Lord R. deahy Trower moves doron L. 
of table, and stands below it — between 
Reggie and Cecil. 

Miss P. 
I do love a cheerful loser. 

Bird. 

Very dear and charming lady, I'm not quite sure 
that you are sound on the question of cheerful 
losing. 
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Miss P. 
What ? Reggie, am I a good loser ? I ask you. 

Reooie. 
The best in the world. 

Miss P. 

I really think I am, considering I have only a 
miserable sixteen hundred a year, every penny of 
which goes on my back. [^Lawjhter from hack room.] 
What is Margaret doing, Jim ? 

[Enter Jarvis L., with two pucks of cards 
ail small tray. He moves down to L. 
table, on which he places cards, 

Trower. 

Playing Lady Warristor a match at double dummy, 
and, as usual, losing everything but her temper. 

Miss P. 

Margaret! She is never cross with any one but 
me. 

Trower. 

The privilege of one's best friend 1 

Jaryis. 

Can I speak to you for a moment, sir ? 

[Jarvis ai*ranges spirit-stand on table, then 
gives Trower a look, Trower goes to 
him L.O., below L. couch. 
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Jakvib. 



[Below L. sofa.] A joung lady called and asked 
for you just now, sir. 

Trower. 
A young lady — most unusuaL 

Jaryis. 
[Discreetly,] Yes, sir. 

Trower. 
What name did she give ? 

Jar VIS. 

None, sir. She asked if you were alone, and 
when I said you had friends, she said it didn't 
matter^ and diove away in her cab. 

TsowsR. 

What was she like, Jarvis? 

[The players gather and sort their cards. 

Jabyis. 

Most becoming young lady, sir. I'm sure it wasn't 
a charity case. 

Tbowes. 
Dark or fair? 

Jaryis. 
Dark, sir — and very pleasing. 
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Tboweb. 
Thank you, Jarvis. 

Miss P. 

\Lo6k%Tig at her cards in disgti8t.'\ Oh — oh^-oh! 
Jim, come here! [SJiows her cards.] Now I ask 
you 

[Teoweb goes wp to R. of ?ier, 

LOBD R. 

[Firmly.] Partner, I make it hearts. 

[ Jabvis exits L. 

Miss P. 

[In despair »] And he makes it hearts. No, really, 
I could not play — it makes me too nervous. Take 
them, somebody 1 

[EiseSf and bangs cards on table, Tboweb, 
who is on her R., takes them. 

Tboweb. 
[Soothingly.] But your hand goes down. 

[Mbs. H. leads a card^ Tboweb puts his 
down on table. 

Miss P. 

[Leainng her chair, moves up C] I don't care 
whether it goes down or up. It's too disgusting ! 
I couldn't take a trick — my highest card's a ten. 
You play it for me, or put it down, or throw it 
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out of the window. I'm far too nervous. 1*11 pay 
when the score's made up — I loathe the game. 

\Red and jiurried she gets away C. from 
Trower, and goes into the other room 
C. I'he others watch her exit, Trower 
takes Miss P.'s place in the game. 

Bird. 

Really, that dear lady's temper 

Lord R, 

Temper ! Nonsense ! Play. 

[Reggie ^/a^« a card from Trower's hand, 
Cecil plays second after Reggie says 
Play, Reggie third, Mrs. H. fourth, 
Trower picks up tricks, Reggie leads 
each time, 

Trower. 
[After third hand.] No diamonds, partner. 

Lord R. 
No diamonds ! 

Mrs. H. 
How dull ! 

Bird. 

I call it beastly luck ! 

[Play proceeds till Lord R. throtcs down 
last six cards, 

Trower, 
Excellent ! 

Bird. 

[Crossly.] Simply beastly I 
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Lord B. 

Three heari*?, twenty-four; game and rubber — 
and four honours in one hand — sixty-four above. 

[Makes up score and accourd. 
[Pause. BiriD also makes up account , 
Tboweb and Mrs. H. looking on. 

Bird. 

What do you make it, Lord Reginald ? 

Lord R. 

A hundred and eighty-four points — forty-six 
shillings ; and a pound the rubber — three pounds 

six 

Bird. 

That's it — it ruins my average for the week ; you 
may say what you like, but Miss Prescott's temper 
is enough to spoil any game. 

Lord R. 

[Eise, and drag chair over to R. table and 9iiJ\ 
Miss Prescott is always delightful 1 

Mrs. H. 

[Rise, awi ci'oss at hack and down to L. sofa,^ 111 
settle with you at lunch to-morrow, Reggie. 

Lord R. 
Whenever you like, dear friend. 

Bird. 
[Who is adding figures in a little hook.'] Oh, bother I 

Trower. 
What's the matter, Cecil ? 
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Bird. 

I foresee a week of self-deniaL 

Trower. 

Start it with a whisky and soda. 

\At spirit-stand. 
[Mrs. H. is doion at couch L. Tbower 
crosses to hack of L.O. couch. Bird 
rises and moves to R. of card-table. 

Bird. 

No, thanks. [Closes his book.l Eight pounds 
seven and six the wrong side of the week. 

Lord R. 
[Yawning.^ Poor old man! 

Bird. 

[Sits on ed(je of card-tuble.] No small luxuries 
next week — no self-indulgences — no pleasant little 
sins. 

Mrs. H. 

No riding in cabs. 

Bird. 

No, no cabs! I can*t ride in 'buses because I 
look out of place, and I can't walk because I have a 
com. 

Lord R. 

Is papa still obdurate ? 

Bird. 
Papa is a beast I 
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Lord R. 

You shouldn't say that. I remember Yny dear 
old father — the best that ever lived — [Reggie takes 
a cigarette and lights it. Bird n/akes a grirruice 
and goes up C, a qvirk exit into the other room] 
— saying to me once— bless me, I can see him 
now — you never met the old man, did you ? — [Learn 
back, thinking Bird is still there,] — I say, you 
never met — [Lttoks round, rises and follows Cecil 
off, saying] — I say, you never met the old man, 
did you ? 

[Goes out slowly after Bird, C. 

Trower. 
[To Mrs. H.] Shall we make up another rubber? 

Mrs. H. 

[On L. courh.] No, I shall have to go on to 
the FuUboroughs in a few moments. Smoke! 
[Trower takes ^igaretle from L. table.] Sit and talk 
to me, and try not to look so blase. How long it is 
since we have been alone together ! 

Trower. 

[Sits C] I assure you, my dear Edith, that 
beastly Foreign Office — 

Mrs. H. 

Nothing could wound me so much as an excuse 
from you, Jim. 
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Trower. 

Of course. Anyway, you know the Chief, and 
can imagine that since this African trouble — 

Mrs. H. 
His lordship is fortunate in his private secretary. 

Trower. 

One tries, and of course it's enormously inter- 
esting — 

Mrs. H. 

YouVe not lost your ambition ? 

Trower. 
No, I think I shall go on all right. 

Mrs. H. 

Some day I shall look up to you froQi afar and 
say, '* There is the great man with whom I once had 
a sweet friendship." 

Trower. 

[ With a light laugh.] But why the distance ? 

Mrs. H. 
Because a breach either closes or widens. 

Trower. 
My dear Edith, you alarm me. Is there a breach ? 

Mrs. H. 
I used to see you at least once a week. 
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Tboweb. 

This wretched war — The truth is, I have been 
nowhere lately. 

Mrs. H. 

Bruton Street, for example? 

Trower. 

\With affected thoughtfulness.^ Bruton Street, 
Bruton Street, let me see — who's in Bruton Street ? 

Mrs. H. 

[Imitating him.^ Yes — who is in Bruton Street? 
How provoking ! 

Trower. 
There's old Admiral Golding. 

Mrs. H. 

Yes, and the Martin eaus at 207 — and — and Lady 
Staines at 103. [Sweetly S\ Dear Margaret — 

Trower. 

Ah ! now I remember, I did call on Margaret one 
day. 

Mrs. H. 

Then your brougham has been even more de- 
voted. Three times this week these eyes have seen 
it at Margaret's door. 

Trower. 
My dear Edith, you must have — [Rise. 



THE A WAKENING 1 5 

Mrs. H*. 

\Jntemvpiing qnicMy!\ Watched you? No! 
\Sl%Qht yau»e^ You know I couldn't have done 
that sort of thing even if my interest in you had 
been much greater. Say you're sorry. 

\He goes to her and sits with her 
on couch, 

Trower. 
I am sorry, very. 

[JSits by her on cotich, 

Mrs. H. 
It's only a matter of having eyes. 

Trowbr. 
I always admired yours. 

Mrs. H. 
Natui'ally. And a dresHuiaker. 

Trower. 
Explain. 

Mrs H. 

The lady who is graciously pleased to make my 
frocks — 

Trower. 

I have recollections of Paiis. 

[He is about to take her Tiand^ but 
she quickly removes it, 

Mrs. H. 

Foolish person. I'm speaking of simple summer 
frocks. Well, the lady in question lives in Sack- 
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ville Street, and my coachman thinks the way from 
Sackville Street to Sussex Square — I live there, as 
you used to know — is by Bond Street and Bruton 
Street — but no doubt you've studied the map. 

Trower. 

Then I may consider myself convicted of the mild 
dissipation of afternoon calls. What next? 

Mrs. H. 

Only that you ought to have called on me occa- 
sionally, all the same, we were such pals. 

Trower. 
I'll come to-morrow afternoon. 

Mrs. H. 
I shall not be at home to you. 

Trower. 
That is particularly horrid of you. 

Mrs. H. 

I shall allow you to do nothing that could pain 
Margaret. 

Trower. 
Margaret ? 

Mrs. H. 

That is my revenge on her. 

Trower. 

For what? 

Mrs. H. 

For having robbed me of my dear friend. 



THE AWAKENING 17 

Trower. 

But, my dear Edith, Margaret is nothing more to 
me than a friend — as you ara 

Mrs. H. 
Oh, Jim. 

Trower. 

Edith, I give you my word. 

Mrs. H. 
Don't. I wouldn't believe you, 

Trower. 
I'm prepared to take any sort of oath. 

Mrs. H. 
I should think so. 

Trower. 
\8miling^ You are hopeless. 

Mrs. K. 
Quite. Well ! 

Trower. 

Even if what you suggest were true, which I 
assure you it is not — 

Mrs. H. 

No ! No ! Of course not ! Of course not ! 

Trower. 

Even if it were true, you would be wrong, because 
Margaret is incapable of unreasonable jealousy. 

B 
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Mb8. H. 



Margaret is as human as the rest of us. I am sure 
that if I had accepted the love you so eloquently 
offered me a couple of years ago, I should have been 
just as jealous and exacting as Margaret. Thank 
heavens, I preferred your friendship. However, it 
appears that cannot last, and I will make my exit 
as your dear friend as gracefully as I can. \H.e is 
about to interrupt^ No, don't speak. You want to 
say something kind, and that would really hurt me. 
As it is, I don't think I'm really hurt. 

Tbower. 

Of course, my dear Edith, you know you are hurir- 
ing me. 

Mrs. H. 

Am I, just a little? In a way I'm glad, for it 
shows that your heart is all right, although your life 
is all wrong. 

Tboweb. 

\SmiLing bid groaning,^ I know — I know. 

Mrs. H. 
You make love to every nice woman you meet. 

Trowbr. 
\In despair J\ Dear Edith I 

Mrs. H. 

With a man like you, to make love indiscrimi- 
nately is a predisposition. You don't check it, and it 
becomes a habit ; you let it run riot, and it becomes 
a vice. Yery often you are successful, occasionally 
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mucli to your surprise and embarrassment. The 
reason of it is that all women are fools, and many 
of them unhappy fools. And so they tumble into 
your careless net, and then the trouble begins, or, 
as that slangy Cecil Bird would say, " the band 
plays." 

TllOWER. 

Hard sayings, Edith. \Itue^ cross R.O. 

Mrs. H. 

\Bise^ go to him C] They are true, Jim. That's 
why I*m anxious about Margaret ; I fear she'll have 
a bad time. 

Trower. 

[Lightly, 1 Nonsense! [Risea. 

Mrs. H. 

She is more emotional than L 

Trowbr. 
Nonsense ! 

Mrs. H. 

It will be a greater shock to her than it would 
have been to me ; for the reason, if one dare say so, 
that she has less intelligence than I. 

Trower. 

Non [He is about to say Nonsense, hut stops 

abruptly. BowsJ] There are few women, Edith, of 
whom that might not be said. 

Mrs. H. 

[Curtseying J\ So sweet of you \Then her manner 
changes and she goes to ldniS[ Jim, I want you to be 
kind to Margaret. 
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Trower. 

It would be impossible for you to recommend any 
one to my kindness in vain. 

Mrs. H. 

Ah ! how insincere. Don't you know I'm in 
deadly earnest. Every one knows Arthur Staines 
is a brute, and that Margaret has had a bad time 
with him. 

Enter Lady Margaret Staines, C. 
I want your promise that you will be kind to her. 

Margaret. 

[Dovm C] Who has Jim to be kind to? Or is it 
a secret? 

Mrs. H. 

To my darling Faustine. You know my chestnut 
mare ; she is too much for me just now, and Jim's 
going to ride her for a week or two. Isn't it nice of 
him, dear Margaret ? 

Margaret. 

Too sweet. Look, Jim, all winnings. 

[iShowing money. 
Trower. 

Cash at Bridge is manna in the wilderness. 

[Lady Margaret moves to Mrs H., L.O.. 

Mrs. H. 

[Significantly,] And so you promise to be very 
kind to her ? 

Trower. 

[Smiling,] I promise. 
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Mbs. H. 

[Putting a flower straight on Maboabet's dress,] 
Dear Margaret, bow perfectly sweet you are looking. 
[Crossing and going up R.C.] I must get my cloak. 

[Exit MRg. H., R. 

[Pause. Maboaret and Tboweb look at 
each other ^ smiling, 

Maboabet. 

Trowbb. 

Margaret. 

[Holding nut her hand to him. 
Trowbr. 



Well? 
Well? 
How are you ? 



How are you ? 

[Takiri>g both her hands, 

Margaret. 
Haven't seen you alone for ages. 

Tbowsr. 
Since five o'clock this afternoon. 

Margaret. 
Hiat's ages \ You don't love me. 

Tbowlr. 
You know I do. 



v-'. 
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MabOaret. 

Then why in Heaven's name don't you kiss me ? 
\B.e looks cautimisly rounds then kisses her.] I'm 
jealous. 

Trowbb. 
Of whom ? 

Margaret. 
Edith. 

Trower. 
Absurd! 

Margaret. 

I believe she used to love you. 

Trower. 
How long have you had this precious knowledge ? 

Margaret. 

Oh, quite a long time before — before us. \^Sofily.] 
If anything could have been before us. 

Enter Mrs. Herbertson. Trower goes over L. 
to bell, Trower touches bell, 

Mrs. H. 
Good night, dear, dear Margaret. 

Margaret. 

Good night, dean 

[They kiss with much affection, 

[Mrs. H. moves ttp L. and Ladt M. crosses 
R.O. 
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Tboweb. 

\A.t door\ Mrs. Herbertson's carriage. 

[Tboweb goes to the door L. with Mbs. H* 

Mbs. H. 

[Cheerfully,'] Good night, Jim. I Tiave enjoyed 
myself. Remember your promise. 

Tboweb. 
Good night. 

[Remains at the door for a moment. 
[Maboabet remains C. Tboweb com>e8 
L. 0. 

Mabgabet. 

[R.O.] You'll come to Blair House next week ? 

Tboweb. 
[C] Lady Warristor hasn't asked me. 

Maboabet. 

She's going to. Do come, Jim. You know how 
sweet and kind she is, and how cleverly she under- 
stands things. 

Tboweb. 

I know. I shall certainly come if it's at all 
possible. 

Enter Miss Pbescott, C, and Lobd Reggie. They 
are followed by Lady Wabbistob and Cecil 
BiBD, who are talking together, Lobd Reggie 
goes doum L., Miss Prescott doiim 0. Lady 
Wabbistob and Cecil stop talking up 0. 

Miss P. 
[C.| going to Tboweb.] You are a perfect dear* 
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Trower. 
[L.O.] What have I done ? 

Miss P. 

Won that rubber for me. If you weren't already 
so vain I'd kiss you. 

Trower. 
[Coming nearer to her.] Do. 

Miss P. 

[Ajopealing to everybodt/.] Well! Did you ever 
hear anything so impudent ? Margaret, I ask you. 

Margaret. 
You're blushing, my dear. 

Miss P. 

Of course I am. I always get red at the least 
thing. It's only rude health ; I believe that's why 
no one ever conceived a passion for me, I'm too 
healthy. 

Trower. 

[Taking Lord R.'s arm and moviug with htm to 
Miss P.] Anyway, it was Reggie who won the 
rubber for you, and as he has no vanity — 

Lord B. 

[C] None, I assure you — you need have i^ 
Ksruples, Miss Prescott. 
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Miss P. 

[Pushing them arvay,] Be oflF with you. [Reggie 
anrf Trower gpt hack L.C.] I despise men. Cecil, 
where's my money? Pay up! 

[Stretches out her open haucl dramatically, 
[Lady W. joins Margaret dotvn R. 

BlR]>. 

[Comivg down C] My dear lady — 

Miss P. 

Dear lady be blowed. [Holding out her hand."] 
I demand money with menaces. 

Bird. 

Now you really don't suppose I go about in the 
evening ruining my clothes with pieces of metal. 
In the morning your winnings shall assume the 
dignity of a cheque. 

Miss P. 

All right. [Goes up R.C. Reggie goes up L.C. 
to ba/^kS\ Margaret, I'm going. [Goes L. 

[Cecil cr(tsses to Lady W., R.C. 

Margaret. 
Bring my cloak witli you, dear. 

Miss P. 
Yes, dear. 

[Exit L. 
Bird. 

[Who has been talking to Lady W.] Well, good 
Bight, Lady Warristor. [Shaking hands. 



$ 
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LadtW. 

Good nigbt, Cecil. Remember Friday. 

[Reggie goes down R.O. to Lady M. 

Bird. 

[C] Friday, with great pleasure. You're very 
kind. Good night, Margaret. \Shaking Tiands.] 
Good night, Lord Reggie. Good night, Jim. [Cross 
L.O.] A thousand thanks for a most delightful 
evening. IVe ruined my average, but my digestion 
is unimpaired. 

[Trower goes to the door with him. 

Trower. 

[L.O., in a low voice.] I say, old man, are you 
really worried? 

Bird. 

[C] A bit, I confess. But don't you bother. 

Trower. 

It's no bother. Come and see me at the office 
to-morrow. 

Bird. 

You're too good, Jim. Pa's bound to unbend 
some time; otherwise — well, I can only anticipate 
a performance by the band. 

Trower. 
To-morrow, then. Good night. 

Bird. 

Good night, Jim. [Groes up L.O. 

[Miss F. with Margaret's cloak enters 
R.9 and cross C. to Marqabbt. Mnt 
Bird. 
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Lady W. 

\CroB8e% 0. to Trower.] Mr. Trower, I want you 
to come to Blair House from Friday till Monday. 
Quite a small party, only ourselves. 

Trower. 

There is nothing I should like better, Lady War- 
ristor, only — I'm a little afraid of the chief. 

Lady W. 
Bother the chief ! 

Trower. 

The chief is bothered. However, I'll let you know 
during the week if I may leave it like that. 

Lady W. 

Of course I'll let you leave it — \going up R.] — like 
that— [6y door\ — and of course I shall expect you. 

[Trower jcnns Lady M. up C. Exit 
Lady W., R. Trower takes Mar- 
garet's cloak from Tier, and helps her 
on urith it a little up stage C. They 
talk. Miss P. moves down R.O. to 
Reooie — she is putting her gloves on. 

Lord R. 
May I come and see you soon ? 

Miss P. 

Any afternoon you like ; but make it late, as I'm 
out so much. I'm doing Mrs. Koppinger's party for 
her, and it's a fearful bother. W here is one to get 
men from ? I ask you. 
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Lord R. 
Difficult just now. 

Miss P. 

Of course one can always iill up with the men 
who are men more by circumstance than choice. 
Like the poor, they're always with us. Bother 
Africa T It's swallowed all our best men. 

Lord R 
[PuUiny his moustache,] Humph ! 

Miss P. 

[Quickly laying her hami on his arm,] All but a 
very few golden men who couldn't go, one of whom 
is the dearest old thing in the world, and will 
come and take tea with me on Tuesday at 5.30. I 
mention no names. 

\T1iey shake hamls^ and look in each other^s 
eyes with an affection thai has never 
been spoken. 

Lord R. 

Delighted. Good night. 

\T}iey remain R., talking. 
[Miss P. (jf/es to Margaret. Lady W. 
bustles in R. Trower touches the bell. 
Servant appears in doorway. 

Lady W. 

Good night, Margaret. [Kisses her. Gross L.O. 
to Trowbr.J Good night, dear Mr. Trower. It's 
been charming. [Shakes hands. 

[Trower goes to door L. 
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Trower. 
\At door^ Lady Warristor's carriage. 

Lady W. 

tup L.C.] Good night, everybody. \Cross Trower 
J.] Remember Friday. 

Trower. 

I do hope I'll be able to come. Good night. 
\Evit L. Trower crosi^es to hack of table.] Now, 
why don't you three nice people stay a little longer ? 

Margaret. 
[Down L,C.] Oh yes — do let's. 

Miss P. 

[Down R.C.] You stay, Margaret, by all means ; 
but as for me, I'm going home. I demand eight 
hours' sleep. It's the only way to keep healthy in 
mind and body. 

Margahet. 

Of course, you know I can't stay without you. 
How extremely disagreeable you are sometimes. 

Miss P. 

My dear, I hope you'll excuse my having been 
born ; but I'm going to my lonely little bed anyway. 
Jim, order a hansom for me. 

[Crossea to L. and rings hell, 

Margaret. 

[Follatctng her a little.] Oh, don't be absurd. Of 
course I'll drive you. Good night, Reggie. Good 
night, Jim. 
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Lord R» 



Gooda^t. 



[Miss P. waiU at door L. 
Margaret. 



To-morrow. 

Trower. 
Of course \Go up to door. 

Margaret. 

[To Miss P., L.O., at door.] Pig ! ! 

[Exit Margaret and Miss P., L. 
[Trower tJien turns light out on C. table. 

Trower. 
Well, old man, I think we must have a drink. 

Lord R. 

[Crossing L.O., looking after Miss P.] No more^ 
thanks ; isn't she a charming woman ? 

Trower. 
[Down R.O.] Very. [LigTUs a cigarette. 

Lord B. 
So frank I [Sits on sofa L. 

Trower. 
[Mildly.] Yes. [At table 0. 

Lord B. 

I don't know how to express it. I'm always a 
fool talking about a woman, or to one for that 
matter. 

Trower. 

Konsense. 
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LOBD R. 

Tefi!, I am ; but I was going to say that there is 
something' so magnificently honest about her. Tou 
couldn't, for instance, imagine her telling a lie or 
doing a mean thing. 

Trower. 

No. \Slight pavse^ then more decidedly, 1 No — -not 
a lie or a mean thing from a woman's point of view. 

Lord R. 

[Biise, cross 0. to him,] One realises what an un- 
worthy devil one is when one meets a woman like 
Miss Prescott. 

Trower. 
Miss Prescott? 

Lord R. 

Yes ; we're talking about her, aren't we ? 

Trower. 
Of course. 

[Lord R. looJcs at Trower uneasily. 

Lord R. 

I must be going. Good night. 

[Shaking hands mth Trower. 

Trower. 

[Holding his hand.] You are right, Reggie. She's 
a good soul, and goodness has a sort of unconscious 
freemasoni'y of its own. 

Lord R. 
No one knows that better than you, old man. 



I 
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Trower. 

[Patwcdf.] 1 ! I ! \He seerm about to add something, 
then controls himself and. says quietly] Good night. 

[Taking him up to L. door, 

[Exit Lord R. in his oicn deliberate manner, 
[Trower looks after him, then comes into 
the room and is thoughtful. His 
thoughts are apparently painful, lite 
noise of the front door being shut is 
heard. Trower idly gathers the curds 
together, then throws them down on table 
and goes over to R. and sits. 

Enter Jarvis, L., with evening newspaper on salver ^ 
which he hands to Trqwer. 

Jarvis. 

Shall you be going out, sir ? 

[Pulling C. table down a little. 

Trower. 

No, Jarvis ; give me a whisky and seltzer. 

[llirows himself into a chair R. 

Jarvis. 

[Ooes to spirit' stand, L., taking a glass whisky and 
seltzer over on salver.^ I 'ope everything was satisfac- 
tory to-night, sir ? 

Trower. 

Everything but the cutlets ; they weren't done. 

Jarvis. 
The grill's Mrs. Wickham's one weakness, sir. I 
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muHt tell her again. The Moussiline looked a dreaiUy 
sir. 

\Han»l% drink to Trower, then begins to 
pat chairs away from C. tahU. 

Trower. 

\Indifferently.'\ Yes, you ought to have asked the 
name of the young lady who called. 

Jarvis. 

I did, sir, but she didn't give it. She laughed a 
little and said, " Oh, I'm nobody." [Trower starts 
slightly.] She had a pretty way of laughin', sir. 

Trower. 

You may put the hall lights out. [Jarvis crosses to 
door.] I'm going to bed. 

Jarvis. 

Yes, sir. [He goes, Whfm he reaches the door an 
electric hell is heard.] That's the door bell, sir. 
Shall you be at home ? 

Trower. 

See who it is. [Exit Jarvis L. ; hmg paiLse. Goes 
softly to the door and listens.] It's all right, Jarvis, 
show the lady up. [Another' pause ; Trower brings 
Olive Lawrence into the roo?H.] How do you do? 

[Cross C. 

[He then crosses back to the door L. He 

hesitates about closing it, and finally 

leaves it a little bit ajar. He slowly 

returns to her ; she has moved down R.O. 

Olive. 
[B.C., nervously!] Was 1 wrong to come? 
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Tbower. 
[C, smiling,'] No. 

Olive. 

[Eeproach/uUy,'] Only a cold *' How do you do?" 

. Trower. 
Before Jarvis? 

Oliyb. 
Who is Jarvis ? 

TSOWBB. 

My butler, my valet, my chief of establishment — 
my indispensable. 

OuvB. 
Is he a tyrant ? 

Teowbr. 

Tes. [He takes both her hands in his.] Now 
explain. 

Olive. 
You are surprised. 

Tbower. 
Amazed. 

Olive. 

[C] And not pleased? 

[Trower looks in her eyes, tJien draws her 
to him and kisses her, 

Trower. 
[L.O.] Wm that answer do« 

Olive. 
[Contentedly] Yes. 

Trower. 
Well? 
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Oliyr. 

I wanted to see you, Jim. [Looking totoards door 
Lu\ Will Mr. Jarvis hear it if I call you Jim? 

Tbower. 
No ; Jarvis doesn't listen — ^he's exceptional 

Olivk. 

I wanted to see you, so I wrote to Mr. Alwick, 
the solicitor, making an appointment to call on him. 

Trowkr. 

Why didn't you make an appointment with me 
instead? 

Olive. 

I wanted to surprise you, and I — I wasn't quite 
sure if you wanted to see me in London. Mr. 
Alwick wrote back asking me to stay the night with 
his family. I'm sure it would have been very nice ; 
they live at Hammersmith. But I went to an hotel 
instead — because— -because — I wanted to see you. 

Trower. 
But you mustn't go to hotels alone. 

Olive. 

It's only a very little one — ^where father used to 
istay when he came to London. 

Troweb. 

You don't understand, dear. Girls don't stay 
aJone at hotels. 
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Olive. 

But I*m a woman. You forget I'm twenty- two. 

[y^ea/^.s' lift edge of R. table, 
[Slight pause. He looks away from hei'. 

Trower. 
You probably haven't a maid with you ? 

Olive. 

Of course not. I don't own one, unless Mrs. 
Selby counts. Perhaps I ought to have brought 
her. [Slowly a smile steals over her face.^ Mrs. 
Selby would be funny in London, wouldn't she, Jim ? 
Can't you see her side curls bobbing? [Laughs 
merrily. Trower melts into a laugh J\ But I forgot, 
I oughtn't to laugh. [Becmnes demurely graved] I'm 
in disgrace. [Looks at him sideways.^ I oughtn't to 
have come. My conduct has been most improper. 

Trower. 

[Puts chair R.C. for her. He takes chair from 
L.C. to C. and sits,^ Sit down and tell me how you 
spent the evening. 

Olive. 

Oh, it's been a beautiful evening. I dined at my 
little hotel, such a good dinner, and every now and 
then I whispered to myself, ** I'm going to meet 
HIM." I didn't say Jim, or "my darling" — you're 
sure Mr. Jarvis can't hear ? 

Trower. 
Quite sure. 
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Olive. 

But just " him," as if there were no other man in 
the world. After dinner I waited a little to make 
sure you'd finished your dinner — then I took a 
hansom, m,ch a good hansom, with spring cushions 
and a grey horse. IVe got it still. {Rise and cross 
L. to mndow.] Do come and look. [S?ie goes up to 
toindofo — he follotcs and they draw aside the blinds,^ 
Isn't it a good hansom ? 

Trower, 
Yes, and a capital horse. 

Olive. 

And the driver said he didn't in the least mind 
waiting ! [She comes down L.C. and sits on sofa L.] 
Well, where was 1 ? [He comes doum L. and sits by 
?ier,] Mr. Jarvis can't see, can he? 

Trower. 
No. 

Olive. 

K I weren't in disgrace, I'd kiss you — just there. 
\Touch£s the side of his face timidly. He leans his 
face nearer to her. She kisses him.] You are melt- 
ing a little, aren't you, Jim ? 

Trower. 
Rapidly. 

Olive. 

Oh! I'm glad. You're so much nearer to me 
when you smile. Well, I gave the cabman this ad- 
dress, and we came along beautifully smoothly — 
he's such a good diiver — and I still kept saying to 



■^ 
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tnj'self, " I'm going to see him." But suddfiuljr & 
dreadful thought came — suppose you were out I 
'b myself turn pale. Do you know what that 
Jing is? 

V Tbowkb. 

Td^dear. 

Olivi. 
I suppose every one who ia in love knows it 
Well, we drew up at the house and you xotre at 
home, only — only you had a party. 

\Ri»e» and alatida by him. 
Tkoweb. 
A very few friends. 

Olive. 
Any ladies ! 

Trower. 
Well, yes — certainly there were ladiea 

Olive, 
Pretty ones ? 

Tkowbk. 
Ye-ea — one might say so. 

[Stif/ht patise. Olive is thoughtftd ; sad- 
denly her faix ylom, aiid site puis Iter 
hajidt to her bosom and fully faces the 
audience. 

Olivb. 

[MoveM a little 0.] I wouldn't care if all the most 

beautiful women in London were here, so long as 

you kept thought of me. [TurntTiff to him. 

[Trowkk looJi£ at her wonderingly. The 

great faith of tier heart is oboiouely a 

revelation to him. She turtu to kim. 
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Olive. 
You do think of me — sometimes, Jim ? 

Trower. 
I do, Olive. \Rises^ and moves to Tier, 

Olive. 
Often ? 

Trower. 

Always. [Nervously.] In truth you are very much 
on my conscience. 

Olive. 

[A little archly but very tenderly,] Is that som^ 
where near your heart/ dear? 

Trower. 

[Much movedy comes to her,] Very near my heart, 
little one, 

Olive. 

Then I'd like to stay there. 

[Putting her hand on his shoulder. 

Trower. 
You will, 

[He smooths her hair caressingly. There 
is a slight ^ause^ which she "breaks sud'* 
denly with a little sigh, 

Olive. 

[Going away R. a little.] Well, when I found you 
had a party — [mowing up R. a little, looks round the 
room admiringly] — and, of course, having such beau- 
tiful rooms, you must entertain your friends 
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TSOWER. 

\FlayfuUy^ Don't stop to wrestle with cause and 
effect, dear, but go straight on. 

Olive. 

\A.t hack of R.C. chair .^ That's what I told my dear 
cabman to do, and he did. But of coiu'se I had no 
intention of letting you off ; so, after what I thought 
a reasonable time, I told him to come straight back, 
and he did. \Coming cUtwn C. 

Trowbr. 

And so here you are, somewhere near midnight, in 
the rooms of a — bachelor. 

Olive. 

Safe in the rooms of the man I love. 

[Moving totoards him, 
Trower. 

But, my dear child, don't you see how compro- 
mising it is ? 

Olive. 
For whom ? 

Trower. 

For you. [Short laugh,] It would be difficult to 
compromise me. 

Olive. 

What does compromise mean? Other people 
knowing when you're in love ? 

Trower. 

Something like that. What do you suppose, for 
instance^ Jarvis thinks ? 
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Olive. 
Mr. Jarvis's reflections don't interest me. 

Trower. 

\IjaugliB^ xoitli a trace of vexatio)i^ and shakes her 
gently.^ You're a hopeless girl. 

Olive. 

[Steadfadly.^ Hopelessly in love. 

[He sits on the edge of a table 0., and 
draws her to him, 

Trower. 

Now, listen ; it's natural that yon shouldn't quite 
understand, for your bringing up was, to say the 
least of it, unconventional. No mother to look after 
you ; a father who doted on you, but let you run wild 
like a fay. 

Olive. 
He was a darling. 

Trower. 

But he was engrossed in his ai-t. He taught you 
nothing. 

Olive. 

He taught me everything, 

Trower. 
Nothing about the world. 

Olive. 

He hated the world. He loved only beautiful 
things — nature and ai-t and truth, and he taught 
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me the love of them. But you taught me the love 

of you. 

[Trower's fdce^ which is atoay from her 
and full to the audience, becomes hag- 
gard. Pause, 

Olive. 

[Gently — getting away a little.] Won't you go on 
scolding me, Jim ? 

Trower. 

[Abruptly.] No. 

Olive. 

Please do. [Moves R.C.] I*m really anxious to 
learn things. [Turning to him.] Only you didn't 
say anything in the country about my being com- 
promised, or about my bringing up being uncon- 
ventional. 

Trower. 

One dreams in the country. 

Olive. 

Yes, beautiful dreams. When will you come and 
dream in the country again, Jim? 

Trower. 

I'm invited to your neighbourhood next week. 

[Moving L.0, 
Olive. 

Oh, how splendid ! Will you come ? 

Trower. 
Perhaps. 

Olive. 
And see me ? 
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Troweb. 
HI coma 

Olive. 

Where will you stay ? 

Troweb. 
Blair House. 

Olive. 

With Lady Warristor ? 

Troweb, 
Yes. Do you know her ? 

Olive. 

Very little, but father knew her well. He 
painted her portrait. She sometimes asks me to 
the house. [Pawse.J You don't seem glad you're 
coming near me, Jim. I seem to have lost you, and 
don't know how to win you back. I suppose it's 
because I don't know the way of the world well 
enough. 

[Trower walks doum stage L., a prey 
to painful thought. Suddenly Troweb 
comes hack to her, and lifting her, he 
swings her standing on to the armchair. 
Then he steps ^ba^k and stands with his 
arms stretched out, 

Trower, 
[Turning and holding out his arms C] Coma 

Olive, 

Ahy it's really you after all. 

[She laughs gleefully , and sprini,9 into 
his arms. 



44 THE A WAKENING 

Trower. 
[i?cp^/aw%.] No! \Ht moves away from het. 

Olive. 
You are angry with me ? 

Trower. 

I am angry with myself — you really mustn't stay 
here any longer. 

Olive. 

I'm very sorry I came — very ! 

\&he goes slowly totoards the door, 

Trower. 

"Wait ! "What a child you are ! [Goes up L. and 
rmjff hell. Returnim^ to C] Now look very prim, 
for the terrible Mi-. Jarvis is coming. [Olive affects 
a prim appearance. Enter Jarvis, L.] My coat 
and hat. 

Jarvis. 
Yes, sir. [Exit L. 

Olive. 

[In a low voice but without 7novi?ig.] "What are you 
going to do ? 

Trower. 

Drive you to your hotel. 

Olive. 

In my beautiful hansom? Oh, you are good. 
[TJien roguishly.] But won't it — won't it be com- 
promising ? 

Trower. 

[Synilintj.] Damnably, but less so than your being 
here, little one. 
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Olivb. 

[Running her handx tofjefherJ] Oh, how exciting. 

[Enter Jarvis tvith hat and coat; Olive 
becomes prim again, Jkbl'^ia helps 
' Teower on with coat, 

Trowbr. 

You may tiim these lights out, Jarvis. And — 
and you needn't wait up for me. 

Jarvis. 
Very good, sir. 

[Going away up 0. 

Trower. 
[Veri/ foiTnally.] Shall we go. Miss Lawrence? 

Olive. 

[ With a pretty attempt to catch tJie same toneJ] I'm 
quite ready, Mr. Trower. 

[He lets her pass in front of him ami they go out, 
[Jarvis switches off the electric light, leaving 
the stage in darkness. He then follows 
them, closiiKj the door after him. Slight 
pause. Then the bang of the front door 
being shut is heard. 

Curtain, 
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ACT II 

ScENEL — Part of the grounds, Blair House, Dorset' 
shire. Garden table and chairs carelessly abotU — 
more or less under a big tree L.O. It is a hot 
day and the sun is brilliant. 

[Discovered : Butler and Footman. Butler 
puts table dman R.C. and tea tray on it. 
Footman arranging chair 0. On the cur- 
tain r sing Footman an*anges the tables 
and chairs. Approaching laughter and 
voif'es are heard off. Enter Lady War- 
RiSTOR and Cecil Bird, followed by Miss 
Prescott, who has knitting. The ladies 
wear light summer frocks and garden hats, 
Reooie moves down L. Cecil arranges 
cushion for Lady W., R. 

Bird. 

[R.C] Any sort of exertion is quite out of the 
question. [Feebly gives Lady W a chair R., then 
collapses into one himself L. of table.] IVe eaten a 
lunch of truly appalling proportions. 

Miss P. 

[Coming down C] Maintaining your average, eh, 
Cecil? 

[Margaret and Trower appear — tpolk 
arov/nd house. 
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Bird. 
Well, yes — if you like to put it in that nasty way. 

Lady W. 
What a pretty frock you're wearing, Molly. 

Miss P. 

Yes. [L.] Isn't it sweet ? My new maid did it. 
My wool, Cecil. \Sif9 sofa L. 

[Cecil crosses with Molly's toooL 

Lady W. 

[iStill sitting R. of table. ^ You're very lucky. It's 
as much as I can do to make Annette keep the 
buttons on my gloves. 

Miss P. 
But she does your hair so beautifully. 

Bird. 

[Aside to Miss P.] And puts it on so straight. 

[Crosses R.C. and sits. 

Miss P. 

[Aside to himJ] Shut up ! 

[Lady Margaret and Trower, tidking^ 
coine doivn C. Lady M. laughs. 

Bird. 

[i?t8tf.j Dear Lady Margaret, this is the most 
eomf J cnair. 

[Margaret sifs R.C. Lord Reggie comes 
slowly down L. Enter Footman with 
eoffee-trayy folli/wtd by Butler loith 
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UqiLors. Bird selects another c^air k58^^- 
and is abotU to sit when Trower .^e^^ I^./n^v^^^- 
takes it from him, ^ 

Trower. 

Respect for an aged diplomat. Thanks, old man. 

[Sits C. 
[He sits between Margaret anl Miss 
Prescott. The Footman places coffee 
on table before Lady W., who pours it 
out Lord Reggie takes the remainr 
ing available chair and sits L. 

Lady W. 
CoflFee, Margaret ? [Cecil goes to Lady W. 

Margaret. 
No, thank you. 

[She lies back in her chair, fanning her- 
self 

Lady W. 

[Handing a cup to Bird.] For Miss Prescott. 

[Bird crosses 0. to Miss P. ; hands cup, 
[Miss P. puts work down on sofa. 

Lady W. 

Will you take coffee, Mr. Trower ? 

[Cecil crosses hack to Lady W. 

Trower. 

If you please, Lady Warristor. Do you mind, 
Cecil? 

Bird. 
Too delighted. 

[Takes cup from Lady W. to Trower, R.C. 

D 
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Tbowbr. 

[Taking ct^p.] Thanks, Cecil. Isn't he a good chap, 
Margaret^ — and all the while he's really dying to sit 
down. 

Lady W. 

There's a nice chair over there, Mr. Bird. 

[Points to a chair in the distance. 

Bird. 

[Squats on the ground in front of tahle.^ Mother 
Earth will do for me, Lady Warristor. 

[The Butler has been offering liquors, which 
have been refused. He now bends down 
to Bird. 

Butler. 

[R. 0/ Cecil.] Brandy, Benedictine, Kummel, sir? 

Bird. 
Benedictine, please. [Takes glass, 

[Butler hands liquors to Trower and 
takes his coffee-cup. Eadt Butler and 
Footman. Trower's eyes are dosed 
and his hat tilted forward. Margaret 
peeps under his Tiat, then takes aflcmer 
from her belt and fastens it gently in 
his buttonJiole. 

Miss P. 
Talk, Reggie. [CHves Reggie her coffee-cup. 

Lord R. 

I can't, dear friend. Talking's not in our family 
on the men's side. They used to call my father 
William the Silent. 
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Lady W. 

What a gem of a husband he must have been. 

Lord R. 
He was. 

LadtW. 

Well, you must talk this afternoon, Lord Reggie 
— indeed, you all must, and be very kind and sweet 
to some one who's coming to spend a few hours here. 

BiBD. 

Who is it? 

Lady W. 

A girl you played croquet with here last year, 
Cecil. She lives in that big cottage at the far end 
of the village — Olive Lawrence. 

[TBOWEB/oZt^a Mb arma^ btU otherwise does 
not mom. 

BntD. 

Oh, yes, rather — the painter's daughter. She's a 
dear. 

Lady W. 

Have any of you met her ? [To the others. 

Mabgarbt and Miss P. 
I haven't. 

Lord R. 
No. 

Lady W. 

Do you know her, Mr. Trower % 

\Pavse. Tbowbr doesnH move. 
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Margaret. 

[Shaking Troweb slightly.] Jim! [Trower sits 
up as tlwugh he had been oAeep.^ Lady Warristor 
is speaking to you. 

Trower. 

Ten thousand pardons, Lady Warristor. 

Lady W. 

Do you happen to know a Miss Olive Lawrence in 
the village ? 

Trower. 

[Rubbing his eyes,] Olive Lawrence — Olive 

Bird. 

You must have met her, Jim, when you were 
down here fishing in April. 

Trower. 

Wait a moment — yes— when I was staying at the 
Plough and Harrow. Of course — let me see — I met 
her at the vicarage — dark girl — quite right. 

Lady W. 

I was saying that I've asked her here for the 
afternoon, and we must all be nice to her. I'm 
afraid she has a very dull time down there, espe 
cially since her father died. Cecil, you must arrange 
a battle royal at croquet. 

Bird. 

Anything for La belle Lawrence. I was fright- 
fully in love with her last year. If either of us had 
had ;^5ooo a year, I'd have proposed to her. 

[Trower, toho has pushed his hat back^ is 
looking steadily at Bird. 
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Miss P. 
Dear Cecil is so impressionable. 

Margaret. 

But quite harmless. 

Bird. 

Not so very harmless. If I were to expose my 

private life to the light of day 

\Raising his hand, 

Margaret, Miss P., Lady W. 

Oh, Cecil I 

Lord B. 

[Murmurs,] Oh, Cecil ! 

Trower. 

[Drowsily,] Spare us revolting detail I 

[Bird turns away — looks from one to the 
other toith a stony smile. 

Bird. 
Ha i \A pause. All laugh. 

Margaret. 

Is Miss Lawrence pretty ? 

[ With a side glance at Trower. 

Lady W. 
At least original. 

Margaret. 

Is she pretty, Cecil ? [Still looking at Trower. 

Bird. 
At least charming. 
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Marqabet. 
Is she pretty, Jim ? 

Tboweb. 
\Starti7i,g!\ May I plead that I'm but a poor judge? 

Margaret. 

You dare not. yrouching Mm on chest, 

\They look into each other's eyes, 

Trower. 

[^Smiling. ^ No, I dare not. [Lookinri at her.'\ Well, 

yes — speaking from memory, I should call her pretty. 

^Leans back in his chair, and closes his eyes again, 

[Margaret looks a little cross. She gently 

removes the flower she has placed in his 

buttonhole, and picks at it in her lap. 

Miss P. notices her. 

Miss P. 

[In a low voiced] What babies some people are. 

[Margaret shrugs her shoulders. 

Lady W. 

Olive reminds me always of some lines poor War- 
ristor was fond of repeating. I don't remember 
them properly. I never had a head for poetry, but 
there was something about ** unpractised eyes." 

Trower. 

[ Without changing his^ attitude.^ " Who taught this 
pleading to unpractised eyes ? " 

[Margaret looks at him angrily, then 
tosses t fie flower over her shoulder. Miss 
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Pebscott sees Tier and catches her eye, 
then raises her own eyes and hands ex- 
pressively, as one should say, " Tou are 
a fool, my dear I " 

Lady W. 

That's it — that's it — " pleading to unpractised 
eyes." That quite describes poor little Olive. 
\Ndively.] Isn't poetry wonderful? 

BlKD. 

[With a tonrh of morkery.'] Wonderful — so ex- 
pressive ! 

Lady W. 

Really, she*s quite fascinating. You'll love her, 
Margaret. 

Margaret. 

[With a courageous sniile.] I'm sure I shall, dear 
Lady Warristor. 

Lady W. 

She's as light-hearted and innocent as a child, and 
yet at times she gets such wise, thoughtful looks in 
her face. 

Trower. 

** Who lent thee, child, this meditative guise ? " 

[Margaret rises abruptly, and walks away 
with a stormy brow up 0. Miss Pres- 
cott's eyes follows her. 

Lady W. 

What a marvellous memory you have, Mr. Trower. 
How I have always wished 1 could quote nicely. 
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LOBD R 

*' Meditative guise ^ reminds me of my dear old 
mother — a sort of look of gentle anxiety — ^and you 
always knew it wasn't about herself. \Pub% cup down 
on table up R., and lights cigar with a huge 8igh.'\ 
I'm afraid it was often about ma 

Miss P. 

[Rise — crosses to Trower — in a whisper to Trowbr.] 
Listen to that dear old thing. 

[Trowbr nods, Imt remains in the same 
attitude. Miss P. goes to Margaret 
up R.O. 

Miss P. 

\In a low voice to Margaret.] I ask you not to be 
a ridiculous person. 

Margaret. 

[A little brokenly,'] I can't help it, Molly. He's 
been so strange lately, and now he's positively 
raving about this unknown girL 

Miss P. 

Absurd 1 He simply quoted a line of stupid 
poetry. 

Margaret. 

He's most dangerous when he quotes poetry. 

Miss P. 
Perhaps you'd like to go away behind some tree, 
and have a good old silly red-nosed cry ail about 
nothing. 

Margaret. 

Don't be so offensive, Molly. 
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Miss P. 

[Dramaiically raising her Tiands, one of which Tiolds 
her work,"] "Why am I fond of this foolish woman? 
I ask you. 

Maroabet. 

i Giving her a little secret embrace.^ Because you're 
ear, good old thing. [She is now quite recovered^ 
and returns to the group,] Lady Warristor, we want 
to see the kitchen gardens. May we ? 

Lady W. 

[Eise, go R. to 0.] Of course. [To Cecil, who is 
lying on his back,"] Come, Cecil ; don't be lazy. 

Bird. 

[Rising slowly — goes R. and up,'] Let us on! I 
adore kitchen gardens, they mean wall fruit. 

[Goes R. Lady W. waits. While Mar- 
garet speaks to Trower, Miss P. moves 
to L.C. 

Margaret. 

Won't you come, Jim ? [Behind his chair. 

Trower. 

[Leaning forward and speaking with mock earnest* 
ness,] Why did the Shah .visit Moscow before Paris? 

Margaret. 
I'm sure I don't know. 

Lady W. 
T haven't an idea. 
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Miss P. 
[ Who is sitting andtuorking industriously, 1 I ask you. 

. TjlOWER. . » 

[Leanhig back^in Ms chair and^ closing his eyes.'\ I 
must really thnric- it out. * '-^-^ ^^ 

[Maboabet pauses for a moyneni, then she 
hurries after Cecil, takes his arm, and 
they exeunt. Lady W. loalks slowly 
after them. Lord R. siglis with relief 
and leans hack contentedly in his chair. 

Lady W. 

\Goes up R.C., pausing at entrance R.] Come, 
Lord Reginald ! 

[Lord R. rises with a slight groan and 
looks piteously at Miss P. 

Lord R. 
Must I? 

Miss P. 
Of course. [Laughs slightly, 

[Lord R. marches after Lady W. and they 

exeunt. 
[Trower remains motionless^ and Miss P. 
knits industriously. His chair is next 
to hers, a little above. After a pause. 
Miss P. begins to hum Marguerite* s 
spinning-song frpm " Faust, ^* She makes 
a mistake in the air, 

Trowbb. 
That's wrong. 

Miss P. 

Is it ? Then put me right, great master 1 
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Trower 
Not I. 

Miss P. 

I thought you were fussing about the Shah. 

Trower. 
You didn't think anything*bf.the kind. 

Miss P. 

No, I didn't. ^'^Still^- world ng, without locpking up.\ 
I was wondering what yOul*^Jioughts were. ' *^ 

Trower. . " '**=^' 
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Having no thoughts of your own, yotn^g^j^ien are 
always wondering what we men are thiiikiiinjij^tt 

Miss P. ^ ^ 

Would it profit us much if we knew, rude man? ^ 

Trower. ' ^ 

[After a panse.^ No. 

Miss P. / 

I admire your honesty. * - * 

Trower. 

I can be frank with you. YouVe an exceptional 
woman. / , 

Miss P. / ; 

I think you ought to be frank with all wonieii, 
Jim. My sex hasn't been particularly unkind to you. 

Trower. 
That's right, my dear Molly, bully me. 
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Miss P. 
Thank Heaven, that's not my mission in lifa 

\ 

Tboweb. 
I know you disapprove of me. 

Miss P. 
Thoroughly. 

Tboweb. 
And dislike me. 

Miss P. 

Unfoi:tuiiately, that doesn't follow. 

\SlighJt pause, Trowbb, wlio is interested^ 
is leaning forward a little. Miss P. 
continues to work, 

Tboweb. 

The back of your neck expresses many things, in- 
cluding uncompromising disapproval. 

Miss P. 
You leave the back of my neck alone* 

Tboweb. 
If you insist. 

Miss P. 
I do. 

Troweb. 

Go on with what you are saying. 

Miss P. 

Which means that you wish me to join you in a 
discussion of yourself as a moral case. 
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Trower. 
I confess the egotism. 

Miss P. 

[With sudden vehemence,] As a moral case I detest 
you. You are a sort of Juggernaut in trousers. 
When I see a woman crying, my first thought is, 
" Jim Trower must have passed this way." 

Trower. 

Now you are very indignant. The tip ttf j^our ear 
is turning red. — 

[Miss Prescott drops her wo7*k and, rises ^ 
Trower quickly rises and stops her, picks 
up her work and gives it to Tier, 

Trower. 
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Oh, don't go. Don't go — [Pauses, She looks at 
him indignantly] — I beg of yoa 

[Slight pause — then she resumes her seat, V, 

Miss P. 

I stay on condition that you don't wander over me 
in detail as if I were a horse. 

Trower. 

[Sitting again.] Dear Molly, I apologise. But, 
after all, it's a sort of compliment. It shows that 
your detail interests me. 

Miss P. 

No doubt the detail of a mouse is interesting to 
the cat. 
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Trower. 
Oh, how bi'utal ! 

Miss P. 

The subject is brutal. 

Trower. 
YouVe no heart, Molly. 

Miss P. 

Oh yes, I have. Since frankness is going, Pll 
confess I love — some one — I think as good a man as 
there is in the world ; and I thank heaven he doesn't 
know it, or any one else for that matter. 

Trower. 

\8loidy,\ It was to that sort of man I suggested 
the other night that there was such a thing as the 
freemasonry of goodness, and the simple-minded 
thing couldn^t take it to himself — wanted to pass 
the application to me — to me, of all people. 

[Laughs slightly. 
[Sihe looks at him. 
Miss P. 

Guessing is dangerous, and — and a little vulgar. 

Trower. 
Very. 

Miss P. 

I always think that to wilfully surprise another's 
secret is a sort of theft. 

Trower. 

Exactly. Like looking through a keyhole. [Shs 
looks at him — an awkward pause.] [Hat her pained.] 
My dear Molly, you don't suggest that I 
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Miss P. 

[ With a franh smile.] No, I don't ; thank goodness, 
with all your faults, you're a gentleman. 

[Lays her hand on his — turns away from him, 

Trower. 

i Retaining her hand!] I wonder why you're so 
'erent to-day — so serious and severe. I won't say 
it's not becoming. 

Miss P. 

My hand, please. I want to finish my work. 

Trower. 

Only a moment longer. Your knitting needles 
confuse me. They seem to tease one with the 
domestic idea, and taunt one with the emptiness of 
one's life. 

Miss P. 
Oh, come, come ! 

Trower. 

It's true, my dear ; empty and hollow as a drum, 
and for some reason you bring the realisation of it 
home to me. I've known you for seven or eight 
years quite without knowing you. Probably you 
don't know yourself, but as you sit there, making 
something comfortable for a sick soldier, breathing 
an atmosphere of gi-acious, wholesome, womanly good- 
ness, you are a living reproach to my life. 

Miss P. 

[Not loolcing at him, and as if quite to herself] I'm 
getting on — I'm attiacting attention — at last I'm 
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being noticed. \Sligld pause.^ Must you still hold 
my hand ? 

Troweb. 

[Slowly.] Only a moment longer. 

[He raises Tier hand to his lips. 

Miss P. 
[As before,] I'm being made love to. 

Tbower. 

[Softly.] You're just a great dear — ^that's what you 
are, MoUy. 

[Miss P. sighsy and lets her head fall hack 
slightly — then suddenly she snatches her 
hand away from him and jumps up 
laughing. 

Miss P. 

He's actually making love to me. Well, I ask 
you ! Was there ever 3uch a person ? 

TaowEB. 

[Vaguely — puts chair to hack of sofa^ L.] Was I 
making love to you ? 

Miss P. 

And so that's how it's done ? Well, I'll be honest. 
I can almost understand the poor things losing their 
heads. 

Troweb. 

I was very sincere, but — I was not Tna-Ving love 
to you, Molly. 
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Miss P. \ 

Not? Well, it gave me ^ creepy jfeeling, anyway. 
What must it be when you DtO mdkjJUbve? 

Don't chaff me/i^(l}yl * Honestly, I shouldn't 
think of really making love to you. I should dread 
your sense of humour! [Walks about y goes away 
R.O. a little J] I wish I could explain what I've 
been feeling lately. Something has come over me 
that I don't understand. 

[She goes to him B.C. and lays a hand 
on his arm. 

Miss P. 
Margaret is in the garden, Jim. 

Trowbe. 
[Vaguely,] Margaret? 

Miss P. 

Yes. 

[They look at each other — slight pause. 

Trower. 

I'm not quite certain that kitchen gardens wildly 
excite me. 

Miss P. 

[With insistence.] Margaret adores you. 

Tboweb. 
[Without enthusiasm.] Yes, 



66 THE A WAKENING 

Mise P. 
It's so easy for a m&n to give the woman who lovea 
him a little happinesti. 

Thowee. 
I know ; but— we'i-e all creatures of moods. 

Misfl P. 
\yery earn^f!y\ Jim, for God's sake don't tell me 
you're out of love. 

Trower. 

I 

\He tuna hit face up singe to avoid her 
eyes, and sees Olivb Lawrence, who 
entirs conducted hy a buller. Miss P. 
d'^es n-t see Olive. Trower turiit 
quivkly back to Miss P. and says : 
No, my dear friernl, I don't think I'm out of love. 
Miss P. 
[neartily] I'm so, so glad. [Turns up iotd uet 
Olive. To Tkower ii« Olive c.jw./'s domi alone.y This 
must be Lady Warristoi-'s young friend. 

[Olive seeing Jim, puU her hand to her 
heart and hesitates for iine moment, 
fJiefit riuites dnicn, MisB P. goes a feia 
s'eps to meet her. 
Miss P. 
You are Misa lAwrence, aren't you ? 

Olive. 
[Timidly.'] Yps. 

[Mise P. crosses and xhdhes hands with 
ker. 
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Miss P. 

\Going up C, a little,] Lady Warristor will be here 
presently. She is showing the gardens to some of 
our friends. You know Mr. Trower, don't you ? 

Trower. 

[Easily,] I hope Miss Lawrence remembers me. 
We met at the vicarage earlier in the year. 

[Crosses to her L.O. 
Olive. 

Oh, I remember very well. 

[Miss P. moves down R.C. and sits, 

Trower. 

Is the old trout still in the pool behind your 
cottage ? 

Olive. 

Yes, he's still there. I saw him yesterday. 

Miss P. 
A trout? 

Trower. 

Yes ; there's a deep pool in the stream there, and 
it's the home of a particularly wily old trout. There 
were two, but has it not been written : " One shall 
be taken and the other left " ? 

[The ladies laugh — Olive a little nervovsly. 

Miss P. 
You took the other, of course. 

Trower. 

With Miss Lawrence's assistance. She handles 
the net like a gillie. 
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Olive. 

Oh, I didn't help much. The poor thing was 
quite exhausted when I got the net under it. 

Teowbb. 
And then, if I remember, you were sorry for it 

Olivb. 

Yes. I felt as if I were being treacherous to an 
old friend. 

Miss P. 

I think I'll tell Lady Warristor you are here. I 
know they all want to play croquet. 

Teoweb. 
ShaUI? 

Miss P. 

No, thanks. [iJtse.] If I don't move — \giving 
a little cry] — my left foot will go to sleep. It 
always does if I sit too long after meals. 

[She goes R 
Teower. 

\Lig7ding a cigarette.'] This is a delightful place, 
isirt it^ Miss Lawrence ? 

Olive. 

[Imitating his formal tone.] It's beautiful, Mr. 

Trower. I've known it all my life. [Going away 

L.O.] [JiJxit Miss P. 

[Pause. Tboweb looks round to see if Miss 

P. is gone. Olive is standing. She 

also looks round. Then their eyes meet 

and they smile. 
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Troweb. 



You dear child. 

Olivb. 

I'm so frightened, Jim. 

Trower. 
Of what ? 

Olivb. 

Troweb. 

Olive. 



Of being here. 
Why? 



It's all very well to be with you when no one else 
is near. That is very, very well ; it is my heaven. 
But before others ,it is so different. I feel as if I 
were changing colour every moment. Do you think 
that lady noticed it ? 

Trower. 
Why, of course not. 

Olive. 

I lay awake nearly all night wondering if I ought 
to come. I got up at four and wrote you a note. 

Troweb. 
Where is it ? 

Olive. 

I have it here. \In her glove.] To slip into your 
band in case I couldn't speak to you alone. 

Troweb. 
Give it mo. 



70 THE A IV A KENJNG 

Olive. 

Not for worlds. It's far too stupid for a great 
man like you to read. It only asks you if you can 
get away to come to tea to-morrow. Could you ? 

Trowbiu *^ 

Yes, at six. 

Olive. 

You promise to come, Jim ? 

Trower. 
I promise. Do let me have the little letter. 

Olive. 

\Futting Iter hand behind her,^ But there is no- 
thing in it but what I have been saying — and — and 
— a quotation. I was unable to say in my own words 
what I felt, and so 

Trower. 

And so you fell back upon the poet& We all do 
it, little one. Perhaps that's what poets were given 
us for. The letter. [^Stretchesr out his hand. 

Olive. 
[Timidly, 1 Really? 

Trower. 



[Smiling, 



I insist. 

She hands him the letter, then turns up 
stage, her back to audience, Tboweb 
opens the letter — crosses and sits L. of 
B.C. table. He reads silently for a 
few moments. 



u 
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Tboweb. 
But your own words are beautiful. 

Olive. 

They are stupid words. \Going to Mm. 

Trower. 

They are much too good for me. 

[Slight paiise — he looks at the letter again. 

Olive. 
[Moves dovm to him.] Do you like the quotation ? 

Trower. 

[Reading softly. 
Where my heart is — wherever that may be — 

Might I but follow — 
If you fly thither over lane and lea, 
Oh, honey seeking bee, 
Oh, careless swallow, 
Bid one for whom I watch — keep watch for me." 

[Slie comes nearer' to hirn, behind him, 
while he reads, and ichen he finishes, 
after a nervous glance rounds she lets 
her hand rest on his shoidder. Without 
looking up he takes the hand and holds 
it in his. Pause. Then she starts ner» 
vously and moves away from him, 

Olivb. 

Here is Lady Warristor. 

[Trower rises and crosses L.O, Olivb 
moves hack to C. 
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Tboweb. 

And 80 yon are in good practice at croquet. Miss 
Lawrence ? [Enter Lady Warristor, R., and Ladt 
Margaret, H.] Well, T warn you some of our friends 
here play very well. My cousin Cecil is a nailer. 

Lady W. 

[Coming doum B.C.] My dear child, I'm so glad 
you've come. How are you, dear? [Kisses her,] 
This is Lady Margaret Staines. [Margaret bows 
coldly, R.] Now shall we make up the set ? [Going 
to Margaret.] Will you play, Margaret? 

Margaret. 
I'd rather not, if you can do without me, dear. 

Enter Cecil Bird with croquet bat. He sits 
making a horse of his bat up B.C. 

[Olive talks to Trower unth her back 
to Bird. 

Bird. 

If two of you good kind people don't come soon, 
there'll be no match. Lord Reggie's lying on his 
back and beginning to snore. 

Lady W. 

[To Olive.] You'll play, of course, dear ? 

[Olive turns round. 

Bird. 

[Doum C] Why, there's that dear Miss Lawrence. 
[Doum B.O. Going to her and taking her by the 
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7umd,'\ How do you do? [SJiaJces handsJ] Come 
along; you and I'll what they call challenge the 
crowd. 

[Exeunt Bird and Olive up R. 
[Lady W. follows Cecil and Oliyb up 
R., then turns. 

Lady W. 
You'll play, Mr. Trower ? 

Trower. 
I shall b o 

Margaret. 

[Oross R.C. , interrupting,^ He's the worst player in 
the world, Lady Warristor. You make the fourth, 
and we'll come and look on. 

Lady W. 
As you please, dear. [^oe8.] [Eodt R.O. 

Margaret. 

[Turning suddenly on Trower with flashing eyes^ 
You have met that girl before. 

Trower. 
Yes, I acknowledged it. 

Margaret. 
It had to be dragged out of you. 

Trower. 
Did it? 
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m 

Mabgaret. 
Yes, it did. 

Trower. 

[Gently.'\ I'm afraid I was a little sleepy after 
lunch. 

Margaret. 

You have flirted with her. 

Trower. 
[Wfth (jentle reproach,^ My dear Margaret 1 

Margaret. 

Any one with half an eye can see it. [Trower 
sighs resujuedly and sink^ int<t a sofa L.] [Beating one 
hand agaiiid the other. ^ I won't have it — I lell you I 
won't have it. 

Trower. 

My dear Margaret, this is a revelation. 

Margaret. 
It's a levelation to me — I trusted you. 

Trower. 

I mean it's a revelation of you. I never would 
have thought you capable of such an unreasonable 
outburst of temper. 

Margaret. 

It's not unreasonable You've been different with 
me for some time. You've V)een distrait, preoccupied, 
indifferent. It's been gi-adual, but now I can trace 



THfE A WAKENING 75 

it from your visit here in April. Little things 
don't escape a woman who loves. When that girl's 
name was mentioned just now you folded your arms. 
When you were asked about her you pretended to be 
asleep to avoid acknowledging you knew her. After- 
wards you lost all pretence and quoted poetry about 
her. 

Trower. 

It was very harmless, and I've quoted volumes 
about you. 

Margaret. 

I decline to be associated in your mind with any 
other woman. 

Trower. 

\&e:t'enely?[ You are not, my dear Margaret, I 
assure you. [aSV/c stands looking at him for a moment.^ 
Would the smoke of a cigarette occasion further 
annoyance ? No ] 

Margaret. 

Jim, are you a bad man ? 

Trower. 

That's rather a poser, isn't it? I suppose, like 
most people, I am part good and part bad. But 
mostly bad. 

[She walks up stage — he lights cigarette. 
She comes doivn to him 0. again. 

Margaret. 

Jim, are you capable of — of — [she becomes tear- 
ftU] — of treating me badly ? 

Trower. 
I hope not, dear Margaret. Sit down. [He makes 
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room for her on garden secxt — she sits — the handJcer- 
chief she has been pulling about in her agitation she 
now uses for her eyes.] Why, you are actually 
crying. 

Margaret. 
I — I can't help it. 

Trower. 

The proud, self-contained Lady Margaret actually 
crying and fussing about nothing. 

Margarbi. 
Is it nothing ? 

Trower. 

Yes. 

Margaret. 
You like this girl ? 

Trower. 

[Siniling.'\ Yes. 

Margaret. 
Oh! 

Trower. 

Every one does, she's charming. 

Margaret. 
YouVe been trifling with her. 

Trower. 

[Sternly,] Margaret! How dare you say such a 
thing? 

[Mises indignantly. 
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Mabgabet. 

[Rising,'] Well, say it isn't true. 

Trower. 

I absolutely decline to answer such a charge. 

[Turns away doton L. 

Mabgabet. 

Jim, forgive me. But women have instincts, 
and it's hard to know when weVe guided by in- 
stinct or misguided by jealousy. Do say at least 
that I've been misguided. 

Tbowbb. 

Much misguided. 

Mabgabet. 
Then I am sorry. 

Tboweb. 

[Evasively J] Let's forget all about it. 

[Coming vet-y dose to him^ she holds his 
arm with both hands. 

Mabgabet. 

I know there's nothing so boring to a man as a 
jealous woman. I'm not that really, Jim. I'll never 
be again. Only since Arthur went to Africa, we've 
had so much happiness that lately I've got into a 
nervous state of fright lest I should lose it You 
forgive me, Jim? 

Tboweb. 

Of course I do. [She jputs her face up to he kissed 
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and gets still closer to him.'] [Looking round.] Be 
careful, dear, one never knows where people ara 

[Kisses her lightly and coldly — cwss R.C. 
Footman enters up R. with telegram on 
salver and goes off behind house R. 

Mabgaket. 
Make me a promise, Jim. 

Trower. 
What is it? 

Margaret. 

Just to humour the woman you love. 

Trower. 
Well] 

Margaret. 

Don't see that girl again. 

Trower. 
Oh, that's sheer nonsense. 

Margaret. 

Just to please me. We'll go for a long walk 
and she'll be gone when we return. [^Pav^e.] It's 
nothing to ask. 

Trower. 

It's something, my dear Margaret, for a man to 
be made a child of. 

Margaret. 

Couldn't you be a child in one little thing just to 
give me pleasure ? 
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Trower. 

No ; those are not the sort of fetters a man can 
submit to from any woman. 

Margaret. 
Even from the woman he professes to love ? 

Trower. 
I said from any woman. 

Margaret. 

\Gontinuing as if he hadrCi spoken.] Who has made 
sacrifices for him. 

Trower. 

My dear Maigaret, you have lost for the time 
your common sense when you talk like that. Sacri- 
fices between a niMn and a woman in our position 
are not spoken of, or thought of. Please don't let 
us pursue the subject, foi* if I were to talk bald 
common sense and truth you would dislike me, and 
I should certainly dislike myself. 

Margaret. 
I insist on your promise not to see that girl again. 

Trower. 

\^Returns to C] This is a dangerous insistence. 

So dangerous that, for your own sake, I prefer to 

leave you. [Going wp C. 

\He goes. She stands looking after hint 

furiously. Be mrets Miss Prescott up 

R.C., who has entered at the moment 

R. She is agitated, and has a telegram 

in her hand. 
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Miss P. 
Where are you going ? 

Tkower. 

Anywhere. [Margaret moves aioay up L.] Mar- 
garet isn't very companionable just now. 

Miss P. 
You mustn't go. [Down 0. 

Trowbr. 
What's the matter ? [0. 

Miss P. 
Read. [Hands him telegram — he reads, 

Trower. 
Good God ! You must tell her. 

Miss P. 

You must help me. [He hesitates,] Don't be a 
coward, Jim. 

Margaret. 

[Gomi7ig down C between them.] What are you 
talking of, please ? I don't care to be discussed. 

Miss P. 
[Gently.] We're not discussing you, dear. 

Margaret. 

[Looking from one to the other.] Well, what's the 
matter ? 
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Miss P. 
Darling, you must be prepared for bad news. 

Margaret. 
WeU— what is it ? What is it ? 

Miss P. 

[Bluntly wdlJcs away R.C. a little.^ After all, I 
can't break it to you — I can only tell you. Your 
husband is dead. [Looking in front of her, 

Margaret. 
Dead ? [Her hands to her heart,] Arthur dead ? 

Miss P. 

He die ' of enteric fever. It's official. Your 
sister wirev. me to break it to you.^ 

Margaret. 

[Looking at telegram,] Arthur dead? [Pat*5e.] 
Then I'm free. [The others make a movement] I'm 
free ! Jim, I'm free ! Do you hear — do you under- 
stand ? I'm a free woman. 

Miss P. 

My dear, you mustn't talk like. that. But you're 
upset — you don't know what you are saying. 

[Taking her up 0. a little, 

Margaret. 

[Releasing herself] But I do know what I'm 
saying — and what does it matter before Jim ? You 
know what my marriage was like — you know the 
sort of man he was. 

F 
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Miss P. 

Whatever his faults, he's dead — we don't speak ill 
of the dead. 

Margaret. 

[TF^o u much excited ^^ Molly, you're a child. 
[Turns to Trower and speaks to him in a lower but 
agitated voire.] Jim, can you realise it? I'm free, 
and I love you ! And we were nearly quarrelling. 
How truly ridiculous ! Everything is different now, 
dear, isn't it ? 

Trower. 

Yes, yes, go with Molly. If the others come and 
see you going on like this there'll be a scandaL 

Margaret. 

Yes, I'll go. I'll observe the proprieties. But 
you'll make that promise now, won't you ? 

Trower. 
[Firmly.] For Heaven's sake, Margaret 

Margaret. 
[Fierceli/.] Make me that promise. 

Trower. 
No. [Gross R.O. 

Miss P. 

Margaret, dear, in the name of decency 



[She takes her arm. Lady Margaret 
allows herself to he led away up 0. 
Trower remains motionless. 
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Margaret. 

[Stopping, to Miss P.] Wait there ! [She comes 
hack to Trower, R.O. In a hoarae whisper] You 
will promise ? 

Trower. 
No. 

[Lady Margaret draws herself up and 
walks firinly hack to Miss P., icho passes 
her arm round her, and Margaret goes 
out slowly, leaving Miss P. on top of 
stejis. 

[Trower remains motionless — Curtain falls.] 
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ACT III 

SoBNE. — Olive's home. The cottage in the village, A 
room whichy although typically of an old-fashioned 
English cottage character y is full of memories of 
the Artist toJio decorated, furnished, and lived in 
it — OiAT&'^ father. The principal entrance is R.C. 
Bine china is a main feature in the decoration of 
the room. In the corner L.O. is a collection in 
two large Chippendale cases, 

[It is late in the afternoon when the curtain 
rises, Olive is discovered; she is not 
easily seen as her back is to the audience, 
and she is sitting in a large chair in the 
window C. Before her is a small easel, 
and she is at work on a picture. After a 
pause enter Mrs. Selby. She is a very 
neatly dressed old tooman, wearing old- 
fashioned side curls, and is very agreeable 
to look upon. She carries a table-cloth, 
which she spreads on a small table well up 
L.C.] 

Mrs. S. 

How is the picture getting on, Miss Olive ? 

Olive. 

[Without turning.'] Badly. [Sits on arm of settee 
B. Mb8. S. steads the cloth.] Is it nearly six ? 

B5 
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Mrs. a 

It wants fifteen minutes to. \Gro9«ing R.O. hetweBn 
Olive and easfl. She puts on h&r spectacles vnth great 
deliberation. She toears them low on her nose, and has 
to throw her head back to look at the picture.'] Well, I 
think it's beautiful. 

Olivb. 
[Shortly,"] It's horrid. 

Mrs. S. 

Indeed, Miss Olive, it reminds me of your poor 
dear father's pictures — the same colouring, so to 
speak. 

Olive. 

[i2i»e.] Oh, Mrs. Selby, how dare you say such a 
thing ? Father was a great painter, and I'm a con- 
temptible little failure. 

Mrs. S. 
Well, I like it. Miss Olive ; but then I'm no judga 

Olive. 

[Moving back to R. and looking at picture.] It's a 
beastly picture. 

[Crosses to easd; begins to paint it out 
wrathfully. 

Mrs. S. 
Oh, Miss OHve I 

Olivb. 

[Corttinuing the work of destruction,] Beastly-* 
beastly. 

Mrs. S> 
0b,Mi88 0Uvei 
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Oliyb. 
Beastly, perfectly beastly — ^tberel 

Mrs. S. 
Oh, Miss Olive ! A whole day's work I 

Olive. 

\Half to lierself — going to sofa R. and 8it'\ I 
couldn't have let him see it 

Mrs. S. 
Who, dearie? 

Olive. 

[Rise and crosses to easel,] The greatest critic in 
the world. 

Mrs. S. 

Is he coming to tea ? 

Olive. 
He i& 

[She is putting her easel away B. and tidy* 
ing up generally. 

Mrs. S. 

It's as well I made some fresh tea-cakes this 
morning. -- 

Olive. 

[PtUs paint, ^c, away up 11.0.] He graciously 
condescended to approve of your tea-cakes last 
April. 

[Puts paint table away up R. Mrs. S. 
helps her, 

Mrs. S. 
Oby it's Mr. Trower, 
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Olive. 

\T'hxmghtfully?^ I don't think I'll have you call 
him Mr. Trower — [Mrs. S. untying her apron'] — it's 
not awesome enough. There are so many Misters in 
the world, and only one Great Man. Ah ! — [pleased 
with the th()Ufj/if] — that's it. We shall speak of him 
as the Great Man ! For instance you will come to 
me and say : " I passed the Great Man in the village, 
Miss Olive, and he gave me a beautiful smile." Or, 
" I'm so glad the Great Man liked my tea-cakes, 
Miss Olive ; it was very kind and thoughtful of 
him." [She laughs meirily.] Will you remember ? 

Mrs. S. 

Indeed I will, Miss Olive. 

[She takes some flowers from up C to ploM 
on the ten-tahle. 

[Olive arranges cushion on sofa R. 

Olive. 

No — no. [Tahes them from her — crosses to table 
C] 111 do that. You shall do all the rest. 

[Below table, 
Mrs. S. 

Very well, dearie. 

[Exit Mrs. Selby, L. 

[Olive arranges flowers on the tea-table. 
She hums an air; -once she goes to a 
window to see if Tier lover is coming. 
Mrs. S. returns, canning tJie tea4ray ; 
her/ins to lay the tea. 
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OuvB. 

[7« arranging flowers in a vase which she has got 

from L. table. Stuldenly she goes up C, and listensA 

Listen! There's a carriage stopping. He's come! 

[To herselj\\ I knew he'd keep his promise. [i4.Zow^.] 

rll just tidy my hair. 

\Conii7ig down C. and over to door L. 

Mrs. S. 
But, dearie, it's beautiful. [^Moving dovm 0. 

Olive. 

Only one hairpin more. Now, will you open the 
door — or shall Jane ? I think you must — ^you look 
so sweet. Jane's good, but plain. 

[Olive bustles off quickly l^y door dovm L. 
Mrs. S. smooths her apron and gives one 
little look in the glass to see that her 
side curls are straight. The good lady 
is gently excited and Uer face is vrreathed 
in sniiles. Inhere is a knock at the door. 
Mrs. S. opeiis it. 

Mrs. S. 

Come in, sir. [Lady Margaret and Miss Prescott 
are at the door — pau>se.^ I — I beg your pardon, 
ladies. 

Lady M. 

Is Miss Lawrence at home ? 

Mrs. S. 

Yes, ma'am ; won't you come in ? 

[Lady M. nwl Miss P. enter. Mrs. S. 
closes door aftt^r tliem and crosses C. 
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Ladt M. 

Will you tell Miss Lawrence that Miss Prescott 
and Lady Margaret Staines have called to see her? 

Mrs. S. 

Miss Olive will be here in a moment, my lady. 
She's just gone to smooth her hair. Ill bring the 
tea in. 

\Take» the basket of flotoers from O. and 
goes off L. Exit Mbs. Selby, L.TJ.E. 

Ladt M. 

[Loohing around the room and then at the tea-tahle,] 
Two cups, you see ! One for Jim, of course. How 
touching! 

Miss P. 

[Dovm B.O.] The extra one may be for the local 
curate. 

Lady M. 
We shall see. 

Miss P. 

I hope you will remember you promised me to 
behave nicely to this little girl, otherwise I shouldn't 
have come. 

Lady M. 

I've promised myself to learn the truth. 

[Grosses Miss P. to R.C. 
[Olive enters quickly tnth a glad look 

Olivb. 
Well? 

[Then she sees the ladies and stops short. 
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Miss P. 

\To Olive.] How do you do, Miss Lawrence? 
Lady Margaret and I thought we'd call to see you 
as we were passing. 

Lady M. 

[Bomng,] Good evening. 

[Go to her C, 8hake\ hands and retuim 
again to KG. 

Olive. 

Good evening. I'm very pleased. 

[Return to L.C. 
Miss P. 

[C] WeVe heard so much from Lady Warristor 
of your pretty cottage. [Going up C. a little.] It 
is pretty, isn't it, Margaret ? 

Lady M. 
Very. 

Miss P. 

Such charming taste. 

Olive. 

The taste was my father's, you know. He wds 
an artist. 

Miss P. 

One can see that at a glance. 

Olive. 

I often think that his spirit still lives here, and 
that is why I am never lonely. 

[Unter Mb& S. mth tea and tea-cakes, &a 
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Olivb. 

\Going to eliair L. of table,] Won't you sit down 
and have some tea ? 

Lady M. 

[Sitting R.] No tea, thanks. 

[Olive whispers to Mrs. S., wTio goes and 
gets another cup out of cabinet up L. 

Miss P. 

[A Aide to her.] Don't be so beastly ungracions. 
[i^/ryf^r^.J I'll have some tea, if you please. I'm just 
dying for a cup. 

[She goes to Olive, who sits at tea^taUe 
and officiates. Mrs. S. brings cup down 
and puts it on table R. of Olive, she then 
goes over to fire and brings kettle from 
the hob. 

Lady M. 

No, thanks. 

Olive. 

Sugar, Miss Prescott? 

Miss P. 

No sugar, thanks— [^tY« L. of table] — and may I 
take one of those delicious-looking cakes ? 

[Mrs. S. moves around to R of Oltvb with 
kettle. 

Olive. 

Do. They are Mrs. Selby's pride. 

[Sits at back of table. 
[Miss P. takes a cake and eats heartily, 
also takes her tea. Mrs. S. pours water 
into teapot^ and then goes offupJj. 
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Miss P. 
They're too nice. Margaret, you're a fool. 

Lady M. 

I'm afraid we're in the way. You were expecting 
some one, Miss Lawrence ? 

Olive. 
Why do you think that, Lady Margaret? 

Lady M. 

It was very rude of me to notice, no doubt, but 
there were two cups. 

Miss P. 
Extremely rude. 

Olive. 

Not at all. [Slight pause,"] Mr. Trower said he 
might call. But — but I wasn't sure — anyway I'm 
glad some one bas come to appreciate Mrs. Selby's 
cakes. 

Miss P. 

You're a dear child, and I shall have another. 

[Takes one. 
Lady M. 

Strange ! I thought it might be Mr. Trower. 

Miss P. 

Hasn't it been a perfect day, Miss Lawrence? 
Have you been out much ? 



94 THE A WAKENING 

Olivb. 
No. I've been trying to work all day. 

Miss F. 
You paint, perhaps % 

Olivb. 
Very badly. 

Lady M. 

YouVe known Mr. Trower a long time, havent 
you? 

Olive. 

Only a few months. 

Miss P. 

The artistic impulse is often hereditary. I'm sure 
you paint better than you say. 

Olivb. 
I wish I could think so. 

Lady M. 

I think Mr. Trower might have told us he was 
coming, and given us an opportunity of 

Miss P. 

[IrderruptingJ] We've made the opportunity for 
ourselves. I'd like to see some of your work, Miss 
Lawrence, when I come again. Will you let me ? 

Olive. 
Of course 1 will. You are very kind. 
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Lady M. 

I suppose you find living in this out of the way 
place a little dull. 

OLivb. 

Oh no, it's very nice. 

Lady M. 
But there can't be many pleasant people to know. 

Olive. 
There are some. 

Lady M. 

It must have been quite exciting when Mr. Trower 
was staying in the village. 

Olivb. 
It was very pleasant. 

Lady M. 

Quite a new experience ? 

[Miss P. 'puts cup on table* 

Olive. 
Will you have some more tea, Miss Prescottf 

Miss P. 
No, thank you, dear. 

Lady M 
Quite a new experience ? 

Olivb. 
In what way. Lady Margaret t 
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Ladt M. 

Well, you must suffer from a dearth of men down 
here. 

Olivk. 

I don't think IVe noticed it. 

Lady M. 

Anyway, the advent of so — so amiable a person 
must have been a godsend. 

Olive. 
Mr. Trower is always very agreeable. 

Ladt M. 

He is very popular in London, so one can under- 
stand his being at least equally successful here. 

Olive. 
I suppose so. \pmbarTa»9ed pavM. 

Lady M. 

Did he come to see you often ? But perhaps joa 
think the question rude ? 

Olive. 
Do you think it rude, Lady Margaret? 

Miss P. 
1 do. \SlighJt pause. 

Lady M. 

It isn't intended to be. You see, we are Mr. 
Trower^s most intimate friends, and are naturally 
very interested in his doings. 



« 
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Miss P. 

\To Oltve.] You will understand, my dear, that 
Lady Margaret is speaking for herself. I haven't 
the least interest in Mr. Trower's movements. 

Ladt M. 

\BjeserdfuLly to Miss P.] Thank you, dear, you are 
always so tactful and helpful. You needn't trouble 
to answer my question. Miss Lawrence, if it em- 
barrasses you. 

Olive. 

Why should it. Lady Margaret f 

Lady M. 
I'm sure I don't know. 

Olive. 

It — it doesn't. [Slight pause,'] Mr. Trower was 
kind enough to call sometimes 

Lady M. 
And, of course, you met him out? 

Olive. 

Yes — sometimes. 

Lady M, 
Don't you think he talks very well ? 

Olive. 
Very well. 



And reads ? 
Beads?. 



Lady M. 
Olive. 



98 THE A WAKENING 

Lady M. 
Poetry. 

Olive. 
Oh, yes I 

Lady M. 

Are you fond of poetry ? 

Olive. 
Very. 

[Lady Margaret rises and wciUca up R.C. 
to conceal her emotion. She is clenching 
and opening her hands, Olive remains 
still looking straight in front of her. 
Miss P. looks from one to the other 
anxiously — pause — Miss Pbesoott rises 
and moves up to Margaret up 0. 

Miss P. 
I really think we must go now, Margaret. 

Lady M. 

[ Recovered, "l In a minute. Oh, what a charming 
edition of Keats. 

[Site takes up a hook which is lying on a 

chair in the window, 
[Olive's lips tighten, but she does not look 

round. 

Miss P. 

Do let me see it. 

[Lady M. opens the hook ai the fly-leaf^ 
reads whal is there, and hjer face darkem. 
She hands the hook to Miss P., who i$ 
onherJj. 
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Miss P. 

\Bjeading in a low voice.'] "To Olive from Jim." 
"Well — ^that proves nothing. 

[Hands the hook hack and crosses down R. 

Lady M. 

It suggests everything. [She throws the hook aside 
and comes down to Olive, C.^ Mr. Trower gave you 
that book? 

Olive. 

Yes. [Rises and offers her chair to Lady M. Slight 
pause.] Won't you sit down again, Lady Margaret? 

Lady M. 
No. 

Olive. 

[Moves down to L. comer of tahle.] I'm sorry. I*m 
afraid you are displeased. 

Lady M. 

Probably your favourite poem of Keats is the 
" Ode to the Nightingale " ? 

Olive. 
Yes. 

Lady M. 

Because it is Mr. Trower's ? 

Olive, 
Because I think it the best. 

Lady M. 
I was rude enough to look at the inscription in 
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that book. I seem to be committed to rudeness to- 
day. 

Olivb. 

I'm sure you wouldn't intentionally be rude, Lady 
Margaret. 

[Lady M. U taken aback; Miss P. leans 
on back of R. sofa. 

Miss F. 

[Coming dovtm L.] I ask you, Margaret, to exer- 
cise some self-control. [Patise. 
[Ladt M. walks a little toay R. and hack. 

Lady M. 

[More gently,] I don't wish to be horrid. It isn't 
like me. I think you'll acknowledge that, Molly. 

Miss P. 

Of course I do, dear. I assure you. Miss Lawrence, 
Lady Margaret is the best-natured creature in the 
world. Come, Margaret, we really must go. 

Lady M. 

I think it my duty first to tell Miss Lawrence, 
who doesn't know the world as we do, that for a 
man like Mr. Trower to inscribe a book to her in 
that way, isn't — isn't right. [Pause.] It isn't done 
except among very intimate f liends, who are accus- 
tomed to address each other by their Christian 
name& [Awkward 'pause. Impatiently.'] Molly, 
you know it isn't. 

Miss P. 

Certainly, my dear; but it seems to me that 
Mr. Trower is the proper person to address on the 
subject. [Oltvb is standing with her head hotoed. 
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Lady M. 

[Tentatively,^ Of course if Miss Lawrence is 
accustomed to address Mr. Trower by his Christian 
name — [Patise — receiving no reply she proceeds] — if 
they have reached that degree of intimacy — [Patise 
— moves a little towards Olive.] I think you might 
answer my question, Miss Lawrence. 

Olive. 

[Raising her head.] What question, Lady Mar- 
garet ? 

Lady M. 

Do you and Mr. Trower address each other as — 
as Jim — and Olive ? That is your name, I think ? 

[Molly moves down R. a little. 

Olivb. 

I would always wish to address Mr. Trower in 
any way that he prefers. 

Lady M. 

[Angrily.] That is only a long way of saying yes. 

[Going up C. Pause. 

Miss P. 

[With sudden determination crosses Jj.C and shakes 
hands with her,] Good afternoon, dear Miss Law- 
rence. Thank you so much. I've enjoyed my tea 
enormously. I'll come and see you next time I'm 
at Blair House. Of course you may stay if you like, 
Margaret, but my own feeling is [Going up 0. 

Lady M. 
[Interrupting — stopping her C] Stay with me only 
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two minutes more, Molly. \In a lower voice.'\ I beg 
you in the name of our friendship. [ With a sign of 
resignation Miss P. crosses and sits on sofa again R.C. 
Ladt M. seems to have again succeeded in controlling 
herself — crosses to R. of L. tahleJl I only want to 
say. Miss Lawrence, that if I have seemed unkind— 
I — I am sorry. 

Olive. 

[Distressed — going to her,^ Oh, please don't say 
any more, Lady Margaret. 

Lady M. 
I was only speaking in your own interest. 

Miss P. 
I hate rot. 

Lady M. 

You know I was — partly. [To Molly.'] You know 
it is not a good thing for a young and unpro- 
tected girl like Miss Lawrence to receive attentions 
which mean nothing from a man in the position of 
Mr. Trower. 

Olive. 

It is very kind of you. Lady Margaret, to take 
an interest in — in my interests. 

Lady M. 

Such an intimacy, however harmless — [pause — she 
looks at Olive] — however innocent — [another slight 
pause] — can lead to no good. It might give rise to 
mistaken ideas, to — to hopes which — which could 
never be realised. Anyway, it is certain to occasion 
gossip. If you had had as much experience of the 
world as I have, Miss Lawrence, you would know 
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that it is very — ^very ill-natured. There is nothing 
so easy to lose as one's good name. 

Olive. 
Yes I 

Lady M. 

I don't blame you — I have no right to. But I do 
blame Mr. Trower — \Turn%ng to Miss P.] — and I 
suppose youll admit, Molly, I have that right. 

Miss P. 
Tell him so then. 

Olive. 

What right, Lady Margaret ? 

\Pau8e, Lady M. and Miss P. look at 
each other. 

Miss P. 

[ With a loaiming gesture to Lady M. ] The right of 
a friend, of course. 

Lady M. 

The right of one of his most intimate friends. 
Our little coterie of friends, Miss Lawrence, are like 
members of the same family. We stick up for each 
other and criticise each other, and, if necessary, 
blame each other, just like brothers and sisters. 
And none of us could possibly approve of these— 
these secret visits of Mr. Trower's to you — particu 
kirly as he will be getting married very soon. 

Olive. 

[Turning white.l Married? 
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Lady M. 

Well % [Ml8S F&E800TT rtML 

Olive. 



It's not true. 
Indeed I 



Lady M. 



Olive. 
\^miling increduloudy^ He would have told mei 

Ladt M. 

[Q'ttVA/y, crosses C] Then you admit there is 
something between you ? 

Olive. 
[Alarmed.^ I don't know what you mean ? 

Lady M. 

[Fiercely, going to Tier.] That there is something 
more between you and Mr. Trower than poetry and 
friendship. 

Olive. 

[Shrinking atoay from L.] I can't — I can't talk to 
you, Lady Margaret. 

Miss P. 

[B,.C., passionately,] Stop, Margaret ! I can't stand 
it. Look at that child's face. It's whiter than her 
frock. [Note : Olive is in white. 
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Lady M. 
It only shows I'm right. 

Miss P. 

Come home, then. 

[Olivb moves to fireplctce. 

Lady M. 
I mean to know for certain. 

Miss P. 

[MiLch agitated^ In God's name, haven't you any 
heart ? 

[Pointing to Olive, who has covered her 
face ivith her hands. 

Lady M. 

[ With great passion, R.] Heart ! Heart ! You 
dare ask me that, when you know it's breaking — 
torn to pieces. Why should your pity go to others ? 
How dare you, I say — you who pretend to love me? 

[Down L.U. 
Miss P. 

[Struggling with h('r emotion, up R.C] I do love 
you, and I pity you— I pity you all — but I can't 
stand it. I can't help anybody — 1 must go. Give 
me my things. [Lady M. hat<tiiy hands her handker- 
chief, glares, ^c, which are on C. table.^ I wasn't 
made for this sort of thing. [Half sobbing.] I could 
cry myself to death — 1 really could. I only ask that 
you'll all be kind to each other ; but I've endiu-ed all 
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I can. Don't bother — 111 walk home. I really 
couldn't stay. 

[Miss P. 'makes this speech as one who only 
jtist avoids an hysterical attack of weep- 
ing. Exit Miss P., R. 

[Lady M. remains perfectly sttU until 
Miss P. is gone. Olive remains L. 
She has removed her hands from her 
facSy and is supporting herself with one 
hand on a table or chair. There is a 
considerable pause after Miss P.'s exit. 

Lady M. 

[R. of L.O. table,'] Tell me the truth, Miss 
Lawrence ; we are alone now, and can bare our 
hearts to each other without any one knowing. If 
you will be frank with me, I swear that no one shall 
ever know besides ourselves, and I — I'll be a friend 
to you, I promise you I will. 

Olive. 

' [Rises.] There is nothing that I can tell you, Lady 
Margaret. 

Lady M. 

Will you answer my questions ? 

Olive. 
I can't — when — when they are about other people. 

Lady M. 
You mean about Mr. Trower ? 

Olive. 
Yes. 
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Lady M. 

Ill ask you something, then, quite kindly and 
without any anger — you see how quiet I am — ^just 
as one woman to another. Are you in love with 
him? 

Olivb. 

\Cros8es^^ I can't answer you, Lady Margaret; 
I can't talk with you like this. I don't want to be 
rude, but won't you go away now ? 

Lady M. 

Your evasion answers me. [Going towards Tier 
R.C.] Oh, you foolish, foolish girl, if you only 
knew! He has made love to you, and you have 
listened to him — believed him ? 

Olive. 
Please go away. 

Lady M. 

[Coming close to her,] Tell me. 

Olivb. 

[Moving to Lady Margaret, for the first time show- 
ing indignation.] 1*11 tell you nothing — answer no- 
thing. Ill not discuss Mr. Trower with you — I'll 
not lay bare my heart to you. 

Lady M. 
Good God, he's not your lover ? 

Olive. 
Please go away. 
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Lady M. 
Is he your lover ? 

Olivb. 

Won't you please leave me ? 

Lady M. 

[•TFiY^ increcLsing vehemence.^ Answer me. 

Olivb. 

You frighten me. If you won't go, I must. 

[Turns to go L. 
Lady M. 

[Stopping her 0.] Wait. [Catchiwf her by her arm,^ 
You won't trust me with your secret — I'll trust you 
with mine. [Turning away dotvn L.C.] He is my 
lover. [There is a pause, 

Olive. 

[In a hoarse whisper.] It's not true. 

Lady M. 

[Going up to ?ier.] It's true ; but don't look at me 
like that. I'm sorry I was obliged to tell you. 

Olive. 

[ Wildly.] It's not true. It's not true. Go away, 
please. It's not true. [A little R. 

Lady M. 
It's been true for over a year. Ask him. 

Olive. 
I believe in him. I shall die believing in him. 
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Labt M. 
You poor little fool I [Moving iotoardi her. 

Olive. 

\ShrinMng away to sofa, R.] No — go away — can't 
you see that I must be alone ? 

[She sits on couch R., and buries her face 
in the cushions. Lady Margaret looks 
ai her and hesitates — pause — suddenly 
her face softens and she is drawn sym- 
paiheticaJ.ly towards the little figure 
on the couch. She goes tawards her^ 
and wJien near stretches out her hand 
/ as if to touch her. Tlien her mood 

changes, her face hardens. She with" 
draws her hand. She takes her parasol 
ami slowly leaves the room, R., closing 
the dom* gently after her. After apatisey 
Olive looks up. She has not cried, 
but there is^a look of pain and fear 
in her face. She rises, and mediani- 
eally puts the cushion straight on the 
couch. 

Olive. 

[Sol.^ It's a lie. [Goes up R.O. and looks at 
door R.] I believe in niin ! I believe in him I [She 
clasps her hands, which are still trembling slightly ; site 
smooths Tier hair back.] If he would only come I [She 
goes up to window, there she picks up the ** Keats " Lady 
M. has thrown down ; she smooths the pages thai have 
been turned by the fall.] I must believe in him — 
though he doesn't come. 
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JSnier Mrs. Selby, L. Crosses to L.G. tdble* 

Mrs. S. 
Shall I take the tea-things, Miss Olive ? 

Olive. 
Yes, please. 

Mrs. S. 

[Behind the table,] The Great Man didn't come 
after all. 

Olive. 

The Great Man didn't come. 

Mrs. S. 
Perhaps he forgot. 

Olivb, 
Perhaps he forgot. 

Mrs. S. 

Men promise so lightlji — even Great Men, don't 
they, dearie 1 

Olive. 

[0., obstinately y biU with a little catch in her throat,] 
I believe in him. 

Mrs S. 

Of course, dear. [Picks up tea-tray.] No doubt he'll 
come to-morrow. [Puts tray up C] Perhaps you'd 
like to move the flowers yourself^ dearie ? 

Olive. 
Yes. 

[Is below table. She gathers the fiowers 
from the tea-table. 
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Mrs. S. 

[Returns to table. Seeing Olive doser.l What's 
the matter^ Miss Olive? You look like the ghost of 
yourself. 

Olive. 

I am the ghost of myself — perhaps. 

[She crosses R., takes the flowers to R., and 
' rearranges them in the vases. Then 

her head droops on her hands, Mrs. 

Selby watches her sympathetically from 

the table — pause. Goes up — takes up 

tea things again, 

Mrs. S. 

You could write him, you know, dearie. 

[She takes the tea-tray and exit up L. 

Olive. 

[Rising,'] It was a lie. I'll write to him. 

[Takes writing materials and ink from 
L. to L.O. table. With some show of 
energy she sits down L. of table to vrrite, 
Olive hesitates for a moment and then 
suddenly begins to write with great 
rapidity and agitation. After finishing 
a page sTie stops and reads what she 
has written. She hesitates^ then slowly 
tears up the paper, 

Olive. 
[Pen. between her fingers ; suddenly she takes a sheet 
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of paper and writes] " Won't you come to me before 

my heart breaks ? 

[She folds the paper, puts it in an en- 
velope, addresses and blots it, then rises^ 
pushes chair hack. She comes a little 
down, pressing the letter against her 
heart. 

Won't you come to me before my heart breaks ? 

[SligM pause. 

That might make him think I doubted him, which 
I don't. 

[She Ifjoks at the letter and puis it against 
her cheek. 

I can't send it. 

[Crosses to fire, puts letter in fire. Rises. 

I can't even cry. 

[Her eyes have a mid strained look. At 
a few pnc^ from the mirror she sees her 
reflection and stares at herself. 

Cry a little, eyes, wont you ? 

[She utters a dry gasping sub, and taming 
towards doitr R. walks slowly towards 
it^ her head thrown back. 

Enter Mrs. Selby, L. 

Mks. S. 
Where are you going, Miss Olive ? 

Olive. 
[Opening door.^ Into the air. 
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Mrs. S. 
Does your bead ache, dearie ? 

Olivb. 
No, I don't think so. 

Mrs. S. 
Shall I come with you ? 

Olivb. 

Ko. I think I must go alone. 

\Exit Olive, R. Pavse. Mrs. Selbt 
shuts door, Oliye appears at the win- 
dow 0. 

Mrs. S. 

[Opening window,'\ Be careful, dearie ; the pool is 
deep. 

Olive. 

You can see the bottom when it doesn't rain. 

[Olive disappears, 

[Mrs. Selby stands 0. at the toindow 
looking out for some moments. She 
then comes down into the room and 
busies herself putting things straight. 

Mrs. S. 

[ThotLghtfully^ What can be the matter with the 
child ? 

\She returns to the windmo and looks aui, 
evidently watching Olive with earnest 
attention, A considerable pause. Mrs. 
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Selby 'puts cloth from L.C. tcible 
drawer of table in window, 
[The evening shadows are falling. An old 
clock in the room strikes three-qiuirters 
of the hour. There is a knock at the 
door, hut Mrs. Selby does not hear — 
a slight pause — enter Trower — Mrs. 
Selby hears him and turns, 

Trower. 

[R.C] Good evening, Mrs. Selby. Where is Miss 
Olive 1 

Mrs. S. 

[0,, pointing,^ She is there, sir. 

Trower. 
What is she doing ? 

Mrs. S. 

[Coming down C. a little,] Only looking into the 
water. But she seems strange to-night. rm 
worried about her. 

Trower. 
Has anything happened ? 

Mrs. S. 
Nothing, sir — only two ladies called. 

Trower. 
[Frowning,] I thought so. 

Mrs. S. 
. And Fm afraid there was -some -angry feeling, 
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for I couldn't help hearing their voices were raised, 

and 

[Trower turns quickly and exits R. 
\A 'pause. Then lie is seen passing out- 
side the vnndnw quickly, Mrs. Selby's 
eyes follow him. Goes to vnndow, 

Trower. 
[Outside,^ Olive! 

Olive. 
[Outside,^ Jim ! 

Mrs. S. 

[Comes down L.O. She gives signs of a gentle 
agitation — Sol] Perhaps the Great Man loves her. 

[Very softly she goes L. and exits L.U.E. 
just as Olive and Trower pass the 
window. Slight pause. 

Enter Olive and Trower, R. ; he is half supporting 
her urith his right arm. She comes into the room 
while he remains for a moment to close the door. 
She turns and faces him. He goes to her, look- 
ing at her earnestly. He crosses and puts hat 
on table, L.C. 

Olive. 

[L.C] It is really you. I thought you would 
never come again. But I didn't doubt you — never 
for a moment. 

Trower. 

[C] What were you doing at the water 1 

Olive. 
Only looking in. [ Very nervously, with a touch of 
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suppressed hystertaJ\ I thought I might see that wily 
old trout that even you couldn't catch. But I could 
see nothing. My eyes ache, Jim. 

Trower. 
Why do your eyes ache, little one \ 

Olive. 
Because I can't cry. 

Trower. 
Why should you cry ? 

Olive. 

Because I was unhappy until you came. But 
you know 1 didn't doubt you, don't you ? 

Trower. 
Yes. 

Olive. 

Say that you love me. 

[Stretching out her arms totoards him, 

TROWER. 

I love you. 

[He hotds her in his arms, 

Olivb. 

I'm tired. 

Trower. 

Lie down for a little while. 

[Grasses to sofa and fixes cushions. 

Olive. 
No. [Going to so/a,] But I'd like to dose my 
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eyes just for a minute with my head on your shoulder. 
May I? 

\8iU on 8o/a. 
Trowbr. 
Of course. 

[Sits by her, 
Olivb. 

Sit here, then. [Goes to the coiich. He sits, she 
sits beside Timi, closes her eyes, and rests her head on 
his shoulder. He passes his arm round her,] How 
good you are to me. 

Trower. 

[Kissing her Tiand,] Tou mustn't go so near to 
the water again. 

Olive. 

I promise. Were you afraid for me ? 

Trower. 
Yes. 

Olive. 

If I had fallen in, you would have been sorry. 

Trowbr. 

[With a shudder.] Don't. 

[He holds her closer to him, 
[Pause. Her eyes are closed, Trower 
stares in froni of him; his face is 
haggard, 

Olive. 

J Dreamily,] You couldn't say that you loved me 
ess it were true. 

Trower. 
No. 
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Olive. ^ 

\Raising "her Tiead.] Jim, I'm so happy again. 

[Raising herself, "l What reason had Lady Margaret 
or telling me lies ? 

Tboweb. 

Lady Margaret? 

Olivb. 
Yes. 

Trowbr. 

What did she tell you ? 



I can't say it. 
Tell ma 



Olivil 

Tbowbb. 

Olive. 



I didn't mean to mention it, although it nearly 
killed me. I didn't mean even to speak of it. 

Tboweb. 
Tell me. 

Olive. 

She said — that — ^that you were her lover. [Tboweb 
rises, crosses C] You are angry. [^*se«.] But I didn't 
believe it, Jim. I didn't even ask you to deny it 
just to please me, did I ? I don't ask you now — I 
don't ask you to say anything. [Pause. She looks at 
hirriy but lie is not looking at her. Then she adds in a 
low voice^ We'll never speak of it again, dear. 

Tboweb. 
We must speak of it. 



/- 

X 



y 
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Olivb. 

No^ forgive me, and don't say any more. 

Tbowbr. 
I must — I must. 

Olive. 

No, no, it's unworthy of you and me. 

Teoweb. 

\Not looking at Tier."] Lady Margaret spoke the 
truth. 

Olivb. 

[Quickly. "l No! [She trembles and sh^etches out Tier 
arms as if to ward of a blow.] No — take it back — it 
isn't true. 

Tbowes. 
It is true ! 

Olivb. 

No I [Slight pause.] Not when you came to me. 
Years ago, perhaps; but not — not when you — not 
when you first said you loved me. 

Tboweb. 
It was true then. 

[Olive's arms fall to her side. She be- 
comes rigid. Pause. Trower looks at 
her for the first time since he began his 
confession^ and is alarmed. 

Tboweb. 

[Going to her,] Olive, Olive. 

[He stretches out his arms totvards heV"-' 
she shrinks aicay from him. 
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Olive. 

[Moving hack in terror as Tie advances J] No, no, no ! 
[Tbowbr stops.] Don't come near me — I'm frightened 
of you. Oh, my God ! My God ! What shall I do ? 
What shall I do ? [Patise — suddenly she comes a few 
paces towards him and stopa.] Say it — [leans on back 
of sofa] — isn't true — or kill me. [Pause. He folds 
his arms very tightly across his chest,] Be kind — 
be a little kind. 

Tbower. 

[Gently f not looking at her^ hut with atUhority,] Sit 
down. 

Olive. 

[Weakly.] Yes — yes — [she sits on sofa R.] — perhaps 
I haven't understood. 

[S?ie sits at the end of the cotich, looking at 
him vaguely. 



Trower. 


• 


I won't lie to you — I can't. 




Olive. 




No. 




Teowbr. 




Don't look at me. 




Olive. 




I beg your pardon. 


[She looks down. 



Troweb. 

It would be less brutal to lie to you than to tell 
you the truth, but I can't do itl I have lied to 



THE A WAKENING I2i 

women all my life— -I, who have nevery that I know 
of, lied to a man ; but I can't to you — ^you compel 
the truth — perhaps it is because I love you. You 
won't understand half I confess. You couldn't 
understand the miserable, pleasure-seeking, remorse- 
less life led by such an egotist as I have been. I 
haye told many women that I loved them, knowing 
that I lied. I hadn't even the excuse of mistaking 
passion for love. Down here last April I told you 
that I loved you. I lied. It wasn't true then. It 
wasn't true till yesterday — yesterday when you came 
down the garden at Blair House. That was my 
awakening — too late for forgiveness — or is it not too 
late ? God knows. To a man or woman of my own 
world I could perhaps excuse myself of everything 
except my sin against you. With many of us — not 
all, thank God — love is only a game — a game in 
which each plays for his or her hand, greedy for 
passing pleasuie. That is the life I have lived. But 
I have repented — I have suffered remorse. I have 
come to-day to lay my wretched life at your feet : to 
ask you not to forgive, but to deal mercifully with 
me — to make what you can of me — to be my wife. 
Don't think that in asking you to marry me I imagine 
I am making atonement. Don't even think I could 
deem myself a worthy husband for you. I only know 
that I love you, aud that my confession became in- 
evitable from the moment of our meeting in the 
garden yesterday. I haven't slept since, and I was 
late in coming to you to-day because of the fear that 
I was coming to hear my doom. Olive, Olive, have 
you any mercy ? Speak to me — one word. 

[Olive iwrm^ looks down at him for a mo- 
ment , rises and stands in front of couch. 
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Outs. 
There is nothing to say. 

Tboweb. 
\RUes\ Pity. 

Olivb. 
Yea Go 

Tboweb* 
Don't send me away. 

Olivb, 
Ton are not mine. 

Tboweb. 
Every throb of my heart is yours. 

Olive. 

\Leaning with her left hand on the hack of the couchy 
waves her right towards the door,] Please. 

Tboweb. 
[Rises.] I dare not leave you alona 

Olive. 
The spirit of my father lives here. He loved me. 

Tboweb. 
' I may come again { 
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Olivb. 
Never! 

Teowbb. 

But I would watch over you. 

Olivb. 
[Bitterly.] I know the way of the world now. 

Trower. 
Olive I [Olivb moves towards him.] Have mercy I 

Olive. 

[Raising Tier hand,] Stop ! [She raises herself to 
her full height.] You — you compromise me ! 

[Very slowly Trower goes R. and exitsy 

shutting door after him. Olive stands 

rigid for a moment , then stretches otU 

Tier hands as if sTie cannot see, and. walTcs 

two paces. Trower slowly passes the 

window. 

[R.C., in a whisjier] Father — you can hear me, 

can't you ? [A little lovder.] I didn't know, dear — 

I didn't know. 

[She gropes her way to the wall up C. and 
slides down. Tier bacTc to tTie audience. 
She lies prone. Suddenly sJie bursts 
into sobs, A pause. 

Curtain, 

END OF ACT in ^ 



ACT IV 

Scene ^Same as Act I, It U about fine in the 

aftemo^tn, 

\0n curtain rising there is a pause. I%en 
the main door opens and Trower enters. 
He is dressed for the afternoon, and still 
wears his hat and gloves, Jabyis fol- 
lows him into the room. Tboweb, though 
as carefully groomed as always, looks 
pale and ill. Trowbb hands Jabvis 
his hat. 

Trowee. 

Any one here ? 

[Begins to take gloves off, L,0. 

Jarvis. 

[Cross C] Mr. Harris, the election agent, and two 
other gentlemen, sir. 

Tbowbr. 
In the library ? 

Jarvis. 
Yes, sir. 

Trowbb. 

Tou'U have some tea sent in there. 

124 
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Jabvis. 

Tes, sir. [Troweb ha/ndu gloves to Jabvis.] Are 
you at home, sir ? 

Troweb. 

To any of my friends, yes. And I wish to know 
immediately when Miss Frescott calls. Mr. Harris 
won't detain me long. Any letters ? 

Jabvis. 
Sevei*al, sir. 

[Tboweb goes to his desk, R., and eagerly 
turns letters over. He selects the largest 
envelope, glances at the handwriting, 
Jiesitates for a moment, then opens it, 
Jabvis watches him mth a discreetly 
sympathetic expression. Tboweb takes 
from the envelope several unopened letters 
he has tfent to Olive. They drop from 
his fingers 07i to the desk. 

Tboweb. 

My letters — unopened ! \^He looks up and meets 
Jabvis's eyes. Harshly.] What the devil are you 
staring at, Jarvis ? How dare you I 

Jabvis. 

[Very ctU up.] I beg your pardon, sir — I forgot 
myself. [He hurries to the door, L.] I had no 
thought of being impertinent. I beg your pardon, 
sir. [Exit ^kSLYin, L. 

[Slight patise. 
Tboweb. 
Jarvis ! Jarvis I 

[Jabvis appears at door L., returns ^ L.O. 
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Jabvis. 
Yes, f&Xn 

Teowbr. 
[R.] I spoke hastily, Jarvis. I'm sorry. 

Jabvis. 
[L.O.] O sir, I beg of you 



Teoweb. 
You mustn't mind. I don't think I'm very v^ell. 

Jarvis. 

I've noticed it for some time ; and you'll forgive 
me, sir, but I've been anxious about you. 

Trower. 

1Ha<Hly.^ It's nothing, Jarvis. You're a good 
ow, but it's nothing. A little over- work, perhaps, 
and I don't sleep well; but I'm all right. That 
will do. 

Jarvis. 
Thank you, sir. [Exit Jarvis, L. 

TROvnsB. 

It's nothing — nothing I [Clenclies his hands.] Only 
that it's a bore to carry one's heart in one's face for 
every one to peer at. [He is struggling to master 
himself — he goes to deak.] It's nothing, my good, 
kind Jarvis, at all. 
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BmD. 

\Pv^side^ All right, Jarvis ; you needn't bother. 

[Trowbr iputs letters in his pocket, then 
lightly brushes his eyes with his hand' 
kerchief y and begins writing, 

JSnter Cecil Bird. 

BiBD. 



How are yon, Jim, old man ? 

Trower. 

[Without turning, and affecting to urite,] How are 
you, Cecil ? 

Cecil. 

What they call — I'm sure I don't know why — 
rumbo! 

Trower. 

[Turning with a smile.] Descriptive, I suppose, of 
elephantine health — [y^ses] — rhymes with Jumbo. 

[Crosaes to C. 
Bird. 

That must be it. You were always a genius. 
Well, how goes it? But — [looking at Trower 
seriously] — I say, old man ! 

Trower. 
Well, what the devil's the matter ? 

Bird. 

That's what I want to know. You're looking 
beastly seedy. 
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Teoweb. 

I was never better in mj life, so that subject is 
dosed. 

Bntn. 

\PviB his hand an his shatdder.] I am sorry I 
spoke, but I am purely sympathetic — [stroking his 
hat] — and as I haven't come on the borrow, I may 
be permitted to say I'm very fond of you. [Turning 
away,] You've been very good to me. 

Troweb. 
Rot! 

BiBD. ... 

The best in the world. 

Trowbr. 

You wiU oblige me, Cecil, by not making those 
stupid remarks. [Grosses to loriting-table and sits.] I 
happen to be a sort of murderer, so please shut up. 
Now, I can only give you two minutes. No less a 
person than the Conservative agent of Farlington is 
waiting in the library. 

Bird. 

How dull ! But that reminds me to congratulate 
you. Political rumour points to an important Under- 
Secretaryship for our Jim. The cry is, " Forward, 
James ! " 

Trower. 

[Laughing.] That's about it. 

BiBD. 

Well, I'm glad, because you like it. To barrow 
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the language of a racing friend of mine, '''Ave a 
go, Squire I " 

Tbowbr. 

All I ask for, my dear Cecil, is plenty of work. 
Now I must really send you away. 

BiBD. 

[AmcusedJ] But is that all you sent for me for? 

Trowek. 
Sent for you ? 

Bird. 

Tes ; I had your note. 

Tboweb. 

[Eises^ crosses C] Oh yes, of course ; I beg your 
pardon, I'm losing my memory. [Comes to Bird, C, 
and speaks set'iously. Bird is sitting ; sits near him, 
C] What are you doing with yourself ? 

Bird. 

[Innocently i\ Nothing, dear old boy. 

Trower. 
Can it last? 

Bird. 

[In the same tone,] No, dear old boy. 

Trowir. 
Any plans? 

Bird. 
None, dear old boy. 

Trower. 
Bric^? 

z 
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BiBD. 

[TFtY^ a touch, of erdhtmasm^'l Ah, what a game I 
Last night I made it no trumps on five to the Ace, 
Queen of HeaHs, the King, Queen, Jack of Clubs. 

Tboweb. 

[Interrupting.'] Yes, I know; most exciting, but 
I've no time for it now. There isn't a living for you 
in Bridge, anyway. 

Bird. 

There might have been; but — Uotth deep melan- 
choly] — unfortunately there are those — who forget 
— to pay. 

Trowbr. 

Then there is nothing for it but work of some sort. 

Bird. 

Yes; but what sort of work can I do? I'm a 
martyr to self -distrust. I cannot dig, and to beg I 
am — no, I can't well quote that to you of all people, 
dear old boy. 

Trower. 

I've found you a place. 

Bird. 

[ With a grimace,] A place. Dear Jim, that sounds 

like 

Trower. 
A position, then. 

Bird. 

Worse. Shall we say genteel emplo3anentl 
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Teoweb. 

\Angrily^ rises, and puts chair hack at desk R.] I've 
no time for any of your damned affectations, Cecil. 
If you can't be serious, I chuck the whole thing. 

Bibb. 

Forgive me, Jim. I'm really sorry, and frightfully 
grateful. Tell me more. 

Trowbb. 
Do you know Koppinger? [Eetums to 0, 

BiBD. 

Know the name. Who is he 2 

TBO¥nBB. 

New man from South Africa. 

Bird. 
What I Another of them ? 

Tboweb. 
Yes. 

BiBD. 

" The cry is, * Still they come ! ' " 

Trowbb. 
A devilish good thing too. 

Bird. 
But they eat up the old acres like locusts. 

Tboweb. 
They save the old acres from the jerry-builder. 
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Bird. 
I suppose you are right. Tou generally are. 

Trower. 

Not at all ; but your constant sneer at new people 
always bores me. Take Koppinger, for instance — a 
splendid chap. He's roughed it, which you have 
never done ; made sacrifices, which you have never 
done ; used his brains, which you have never done ; 
and has won a fortune. Now he looks for some of 
the refirfements which you were born to but have 
never deserved. He wants to surround himself and 
family with some of the graces of life. 'Pon my 
word, I see nothing unworthy in that. 

Bird. 
What you call laudable ambition. 

Trowbr. 

Exactly. Well, I want you to go and have a chat 
with Koppinger. 

Bird. 

What does dear old Kop want with me % 

Trower. 
Secretary. 

Bird. 

I oan scarcely address an envelope. 

Trower. 

If that were true it wouldn't matter. You know 
very well what you can do for him. Put him into 
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the right Clubs— see that he meets the right people 
— show him round. 

Bird. 
\Coldly^ What you call run him. 

Troweb. 

That sort of thing — social guidance. You'll be 
able to teach him that indispensable accomplishment, 
Bridge. 

Bird. 

[Suddenly beamivg.] Bridge ! It's been the dream 
of my life to teax^h a millionaire that noble game. 

Trowihi. 
Then you know something about horses. 

Bird. 
Don't I ! 

Trower. 

Much less than you think, but sufficient for the 
purpose. Koppinger wants his own racing-stable. 

Bird. 

[Breathless with joy at the prospect, mes.] A 
racing-stable ! It's too splendid ! 

Trower. 
[Dryly,^ I thought you would say so. 

Bird. 

[Grossing to R.] Another dream of my life ! Will 
I run dear old Kop ? He who lives shall see. [ Walks 
the stage] Kop's going to be a — success. He's 
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going to roll home. Wait till you see me what jou 
call bring old Kop past the bushes. 

Trower. 

That's all right ; you had better go and see him 
now. 207 Belgrave Square. 

Bird. 

I will. You are too splendid, Jim. A million 
thanks ! 

\Shake8 his hand. He takes his hat and 
stick, 

Jarvis. 

[Appears at door and announces^ Miss Frescott ! 

Enter Miss Prescott. 

Bird. 

[Shaking her handi\ How do you do — [crossing 
her to L.] — you dear thing? I*m in a frightful 
hurry, but I'll give you a good tip. Have a bit 
on old Kop I [Exit L. 

Miss P. 
"Well, I ask you — Has Cecil gone mad ? 

Trower. 

[C] Bother Cecil ! You have something to propose. 
Say you have. [Takes her hands. 

Miss P. 
[L.C.] Perhaps I have. 

Troweb. 
Will you be a perfect angel — that is, be yourself, 
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and wait ten minutes for me? There are three 
useful but boring men waiting for me in the library. 

Miss P. 
All right I Be off with you 1 

Tboweb. 

You won't mind being alone ? 

\Qoi7ig to desk and gathering up some 
papers. 

Miss P. 

I'm not likely to be alone long. Reggie knew I 
was coming, and he's taken to following me about 
like an old Newfoundland dog. 

Trower. 

Reggie is a golden creature, but I must have you 
to myself. [Going up 0.] 

Miss P. 

Don't worry. I'll get rid of him. [Eocit Trower, 0. 
[Listening to the slam of the front door.] There he is, 
of course 1 Absui'd person. 

[Looks in the glass at desk. 

Enter Jasyis. 

Jabyis. 
Lord Reginald Dugdale I 

Enter Lord Reginald. 

[Eacii Jabyis. 

Miss P. 

[Affecting surjyrtse.] You, Reggie ! 
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Lord K. 
\Affecting surprise.] Yon, dear friend ! 

Miss P. 
How pleasant I 

Lord B. 

-Delightful ! [They shake hands ^ Caputs doum his 
hai and sits L. on sofa E..] Where's Jim ? 

Miss P. 

He's engaged. And when he's disengaged, he'll 
be engaged with me. 

Lord E. 
Then I'm to go ? 

Miss P. 

No, no, no I Sit still and talk to me in the mean- 
time. 

[PaiLse, Svddmly begins to laugh. 

Lord R. 
[Looking up surprised.] You are afuused. 

Miss P. 
Yes. Don't you think we're a very funny pair? 

Lord R. 
Are we? 

Miss P. 

Yes ; we meet on an average about ten times a 
week, and yet we are always so very surprised. 

Lord R. 

I suppose that is so, though it has never struck 
me before. I'm a very dull person. 
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Miss P. 

I sometimes think we muist have fallen into a habit 
of following each other. 

Lord E. 

No ; it's my fault, dear friend. It has never sug- 
gested itself to me before, but I see it now. I do 
follow you ; I do blunder into places because I know 
you are there. It isn't quite cricket, I suppose. 
I'm sorry. 

Miss P. 

Oh, Reggie, don't say that. 

Lord B. 
I know I'm a frightful bora 

Miss P. 

You are the only person who would dare to say 
so before me. 

Lord R. 

I'll try to explain. Of course I've heaps of friends, 
and I hope I'm grateful, but loneliness seems to 
pursue me like a shadow. I sometimes feel, even in 
a crowd, that I am the only human being in the 
world. 

Miss P. 
Extraordinai'y ! 

Lord R. 

I never feel it when I am with you, dear friend. 

Miss P. 
Well, I ask you 
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Lord K. 

When I am with you I am perfectly happy sitting 
quite still without uttering a word. 

Miss P. 
You often do, Reggie. 

Lord E. 
IVe confessed to being a bore. 

Miss P. 

You are just the dearest old thing in the world. 
There ! 

Lord B. 

You ai*e too good. 

Miss P. 

Reggie — \loolcing dotvn] — why don't you — [Pause. 

Lord B. 
Why don't I what ? 

Miss P. 

[Abruptly.] Nothing ! [Bises and goes up 0. Long 
pause, as she shakes her fist at him — asideJ] Why 
doesn't he ? [^Zoi^.] Perfectly happy, Reggie, sitting 
quite still. 

Lord R. 

Perfectly. [Pav^e, 

Miss P. 

Without uttering a \90rd. 

[Goes right up to backy 0. 
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LOBD B. 

Yes. \Tumi7i/g on eotich.] Of course, 1 must be 
able to see you. 

Miss P. 

Oh, seeing me is part of the cure, is it ? 

[Coming dotvn to back of couch. 

Lord K 
And hearing your voice. 

Miss P. 

[Leaning over the back of sofa L., and looking at 
him.] Then you — you must really like me a little ? 

Lord R. 

[Embarrassed.] Well, yes. [Turns to her.] Don't 
think me rude, but more than a little. 

Miss P. 
How much, for instance ? 

Lord K. 

[Turning axcay from her.] It would be impertinent 
of me to tell you. You would think so. 



Miss P. 
think I'm so touchy 



[Crossing C] For heaven's sake, Keggie, don't 
ink I'm so touchv as all that. 



Lord B. 

How much ? [F0U0W8 her to C] Well, more than 
— fliore than I can say. 
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Miss P. 
Then why don't you 

Lord B. 

What, dear friend ? 

Miss P. 

Nothing ! \Looking at "him. ] " Eyes have they and 
they will not see ; ears have they and they will not 
hear." 

Lord R. 
To whom are you alluding ? 

Miss P. 
To you for one. 

Lord K. 

I am a fool, am I not ? 

Miss P. 

Yes You profess to like me more than you can 
say — you follow me about everywhere — and yet — 
\Slie abruptly breaks off] — Reggie, I must ask you 
not to follow me about any more. People will begin 
to talk. Perhaps they are talking already. They 
will think you — you care very much. 

Lord R. 
[Earnestly — taking her Jiand.] I do, dear friend. 

Miss P. 

[A happy smile coming into her face, which is turned 
away from him. ] Well — [pause — she is disnppnintefl] 
— you had better go now, Reggie. I can't stand 
any more. [Going R. a little.] I have one of my 
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nervous attacks coming on. Ton may think it's 
temper-^-but — it's not. It's simply nerves. Heaven 
knows that I've given you more encouragement than 
a really modest woman should. [Moving to B0, 0/ 
desk.] You had better go away. 

Lord R. 

[Who has come UParerA You are so immeasurably 
above me. I wouldn't aare. 

Miss P. 

[Still impatiently,] Tell me then quickly, before 
you go, what you wouldn't dare. 

Lord B. 

I mean I haven't the courage to ask you to be 
my wife. 

Miss P. 

If you will find the courage to ask, I shall never 
find the courage to refuse. 

[Moves down below R.O. taJ)le, 

Lord B. 

Molly, is it possible 

[Goi7ig to her R.O. He slowly kisses her. 

Miss P. 

[Disengages hersdf, wiping her eyes,] Forgive me, 
but I have always loved you, Reggie, and I have 
never been kissed by a man before — except pecks, 
which don't count. 

Enter Trower, 0., comes dawn 0. 

Trower. 
Now I'm free. Ah, Reggie, how are you ? [They 
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shake hands. Looks from one to the otlver,'] You two 
haven\ been quarrelling, ha^ you ? 

Miss P. 

Quarrelling I [Rbooie fiiks up his Jmt and stick 
from so/a L.J Reggie and*! 1 Well, I ask you ! 

^ [Crosses to Regqie. 
Trower. 

[C] Forgive me, but I thought you looked upset. 

Miss P. 
[L.O.] Shall 1 teU him, Reggie? 

Lord R. 

[Hastily going up to L.] When Tm gone; I'm 
frightfully shy. Good-bye, Jim. I'll call to-morrow. 

[Eadt Reggie, L. 
Trower. 
Good-bye, Reggie. [Turns. 

^'Miss P. 
The dear I - [Looking after him. 

Trower. 
[R.O. Going eagerly to Miss P.] Well ? 

Miss P. 
Well ? . 

Trower. 

You have something to. tell me* 

Mi|s P. 
Do you mean about mj^self or about you ? 



i 



I 



LOWER. 



M3 



Forgive me ; I'm bj^tally selfish, but I can only 
think of one thing. 

~lss P. 

Poor old Jim ! [/Sl^4 ^^ couch L.] I want to 
know, first of all, wbatl you've done since I saw you. 
You were going down t|Lere. 

towfiR. 
[Sits by Tier on cotich ]L.] I wentL 

_[SS P. 

Well? 

fl?|OWBR. 

rss P. 
[Slight pause.] You saw her? 

TRtwBR. 

No! 

[Says this ^ZowZy, toith a ring of unutter^ 
able grief imhia voice. 

'-jMijs P. 
[Laying her hxind' sypipcmhetically on hisJ] Tell me. 



Twice. 






rER. 



Mrs. Selby answered! the door. Miss Olive 
couldn't see me then ©r 'a| any time, she said. She 
was quite well, but)^]a;i(i Id^ed herself in her room. 
The blinds were down;' 

l^tsi p. 



.«- '"*>) 



And what did you d^ 1 ^ 



*.i 



^viji'^Vv' 



t . 



,i^*«j 
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TrowBr. 

What could I do but come away, balHed, humili- 
ated, lower in my own sight than the lowest dog I 
met in the village. 

Miss P. 
What else ? 

Trower. 

I have written, of course, many time& 

Miss P. 
Without reply ? 

Trower. 

[Bitterly,] Oh no — I had a reply to-day. 

[Takes the returned letter's from his pocket 
and shotffs them to her, 

[They bend over them for a moment in 
silence, Svdderdy Trower bends dovm 
and covers his face with his hands. 
Miss P. vei^ softly rests her hand on 
his head, Trower rises and walks up 
to desk R. He lays the letters down 
aiid stands for a few moments with his 
back to Miss P. and the audience. 
Having controlled himself he turns and 
comes dmon a little, 

[Molly rises and crosses 0. to him. 

Forgive me, Molly. I'm afraid I'm an awful ass; 
but it's a terrible thing when the love that is break- 
ing your heart is outraged in that sort of way. 

[Points to tfie lettets. 
Miss P. 

[Speaking very earnestly and mth growing enthusi- 



\ 



(: 
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axm!\ You suffer, but suffering is good for love. 
0.] You are humiliated, but humiliation is good for 
ove. You wait, you fear, you dare not hope. Your 

proud, indifferent heart is caught and melted and 

humbled to the dust. You are capable even of 

tears — all that is good for love 

Trower. 
Molly, what has come over you ? 

Mise P. 

\With an indescribable eloquence of gesture,^ I ask 
you ! Have you anything more to tell me ? 

[^Sits sofa L. 
Trowss. 

[C] Nothing. My resources are exhausted. I'm 
waiting for you. Really, it's a little absurd. This 
child — this little country girl — not even particularly 
pretty — do you think her pretty ? 

Miss P. 
Oh, yes. 

Trower. 

Well, but a ridiculous person all the same, occupy- 
ing but a small amount of space — [he is talking 
dreamily and half to himself] — very shy and retiring — 
rather prone to silence, but with a voice that lingers 
in one's hearing, and eyes, too, that speak — some- 
times — and a smile, swift and sudden as a sunbeam. 
[His voice Iicls been low and caressing. There is a 
slight pause ; suddenly he strikes J limself sharply on the 
breast as if waking himself from a day-dream. He 
turns to Miss P., who has been watching and listening 
to him with a sympathetic smile.] You were saying, 
MoUy 
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Miss P. 
Nothing at the moment. 

Tboweb. 
You promised to help me. 

Miss P. 
IVe begun. 

Troweb. 

What have you done ? 

Miss P. 
What does a woman generally do in an emerge 

Troweb. 

[Brings chair from R. desk to 0. and s^Ys.] I 
know. Consults her bosom friend, perhaps. 

Miss P. 
No. 

Trower, 

Buys a new hat, perhaps. 

Miss P. 
No. 

Trower. 

Goes to her favourite palmist, perhaps. 

Miss P. 
No. 

Trower. 

My imagination is exhausted. What does sh< 
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Miss P. 
She invents a lie suitable to the occasion. 

Tboweb. 
Good women? 

Miss P. 
The best ! 

Trowbr. 

[With a faint smile.] Shocking I 

Miss P. 

My lie came to me this morning while I was 
having my early tea. I thought it a beauty. 

Trowbr. 

Do give me an opportunity of sharing your ad- 
miration. 

Miss P. 

I think I can recall the very words. " Mr. Trower 
very dangerously ill. He repeats your name con- 
stantly. I think you should come. I shall be 
there." 

Trowbr. 

[Slowly.] You wrote that to Olive ? 

Miss P. 
I thought it wiser to telegraph it. 

Trowbr. 
You telegraphed that to Olive ? 

Miss P. 
[RiaeSy crosses C] I telegraphed those words to Olive 
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Lawrence at a quarter to ten this morning. I 
wouldn't even trust my maid to do it. 

Trower. 
But I'm not dangerously ill. 

Miss P. 

In body you're not — that's where the lie comes 
in. In mind you are — that's where the artfulness 
comes in. 

Trower. 
She won't come. 

Miss P. 

She will if she loves you. 

Trower. 

« 

If she comes — which she won't — how am I to ex- 
plain the — the well-intentioned misrepresentation? 

Miss P. 

[Ingenuously.] Put it down to me, of course. And, 
Jim, be firm. Remember that all nice women like 
the man to be the master. You built yourself up in 
this girl's heart as something strong, to be leaned 
upon. Then you destroyed the edifice and left her 
struggling in the dark. You must rebuild it, my 
dear Jim. 

Trower. 

I would try — I would risk it — if she would only 

come. 

Miss P. 

I'll bet you a box of gloves she does. 
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Trower. 
Done ! If she comes, when do you think ? 

Miss P. 

I thought of that — {going down L.] — and consulted 
the ABC. She will nave had my wire about twelve, 
taken the first train, which is due at Paddington at 
6.5. You may expect her within half-an-hour. 

\Goe8 to icindow L. 
Trower. 

[Walks stage restlessly.] She won't come. 

Miss P. 
She will. 

Enter JarviI 

Jaryis. 
Lady Margaret Staines. 

Enter Lady Maroarbt. 

Lady M. 

How do you do, dear ? 

[2b •Molly, wTio is up L. STie and 
Molly kiss. 

Miss P. 
Jarvis! 

[Goes to door and talks aside to Jabyis. 
Mabqaret and JiM advance to each 
other and shake hands. 
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Lady M. 

I'm afraid I'm a late visitor, Jim, but I'm going 
abroad tomorrow ; I thought I'd calL 

[ Jarvis exits L. 
[Tboweb starts sligMly, Every one is 

uncomfortable. Pause. 
[Troweb moves restlessly aboui. 

Trowbr. 

Of course, I ought to have called, Margaret; 

but I 

Lady M. 

Of course you ought not, Jim. Under the circum- 
stances I can only see my most intimate frienda 
One must observe the proprieties, which I thank 
jou for pointing out to me at Blair House. 

Trower. 
I am sure I didn't mean it unkindly. 

Lady M. 

[Quickly, '\ I know you didn't. You were most 
kind. I'm only sorry that I'm so ridiculously im- 
pulsive. Do you think I outrage etiq^uette in coming 
here to-day to say good-bye? 

Miss P. 
Konsense ; of course not. 

Lady M. 

By the way, I must get out of the way of saying 
Jim. The world is so censorious. And yet I can't 
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well say Mr.'Trower. It would sound so commoai 
What about James ? 

\Ehe says this perfectly seii^ovsly. Sits 
on sofa by Molly. 

[Trowbr looks at Tier sei-iotCBly, bttt Tie 
suddenly begins to laugh nervously. 
Then the htlmour of tlie thing strilces 
tTie otTiers, and they begin to laugh. TTie 
laughter increases and is piolonged. 

Miss P. 
James ! Well, I ask you 1 

Tbower. 

Too funny ! 

Lady M. 

[Serious again.] We were talking of my impulsive- 
ness. It really used to be dreadful. Why, on one 
occasion, when we were staying at Blair House, I 
actually — but Molly knows — I quite lost my head ; 
didn't I, dear? 

Miss P. 

I wish you wouldn't talk like that. It hurts me. 

Lady M. 

I wouldn't hurt, you for worlds, dear. You don't 
know how good she's been to ma She has come to 
me every day ; no woman knows how really good 
women can be until she's in trouble. I suppose you. 
good people are going to Ascot. 

Miss P. 
Don't| Margaret. 
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Lady M. 

« 

[Innoeenily,] Don't what, dear ? 

Miss P. 
Don't drop back into that conventional tone. 

Lady M. * 
My dear I 

Miss P. 

It's perfectly horrid of you. 

Lady M. 
Don't fly at me, dear. 

Tboweb. 

May I express the earnest hope that you two won't 
quarrel ? 

Miss P. 

We won't [Rises and crosses round L. of sofa to 
barJc.] I'm too happy to quarrel, even with Margaret. 
Give me a kiss, darling. [Kisses MaHOABET.] I'm 
ashamed to be so happy when you two are so sad. 
But I can't help it. I'm going to marry Reggie. 

Tboweb. 

[Pleased.] Really! 

Lady M. 

Really ! [Rises and goes to her 0.] You dear old 
thing 1 

[Kisses her again. 
Miss P. 

Tes ; it's quite true. When he asked me, I didn't 
know whether to laugh or cry, and ohi how my 
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heart thumped, just as if I had run up four flights 
of staira I know my nose turned scarlet. [Tbower 
takei up mirror from table and holds it vp for Molly 
to see herself ^ And my hair! [It is tumbled,^ I 
ask you to look at my hair ! I ask you, Jim ! 
\€h)ing up R.] I must go to your room and make 
myself possible. 

[Ekdt R. 

[Slight pause after Miss P.'s exit Then 

Lady M. crosses to R.O., nearer to 

Trower, who is R. of R.O. tabky and 

»peaks very rapidly. 

Lady M. 

[Sits at desk!] I only called to ask you not to 
bother about me ! [He is about to speakJ] No, don't 
speak ; don't answer me at all. I want to say what's 
in my mind before Molly comes back. So you 
mustn't be at all uneasy, or make any effort to avoid 
me. I'll manage so that we won't meet for some 
time anyway, and without people noticing it. 

Tboweb. 
My dear Margaret 

Lady M. 

It isn't in my nature to keep on loving a man 
when I know he cares for some one else. I always 
chuck when the pressure comes — I have all my 
life. I might perhaps have made something of poor 
Arthur if I had had a sti'onger nature^ and I did 
stand a good deal ; but when that Blanville person 
appeared on the scene I simply chucked — just as I 
do now, 'Jim — without any ill-will. [Rises and 
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crosses L.O. , Trowbr following Tier.'] There ! that's 
all I had to say, except to ask you if you do arrange 
to marry some one you will write me a line. I 
shan't mind in the least reading it in a letter when 
I'm alone; but I should very seriously object to 
reading it suddenly in a newspaper at breakfast 
before other people. That would bore me, 

T&OWEB. 

Margaret, we can't control the uncontrollable. 
Will you forgive me ? 

Lady M. 

Freely I [Talces his hand,] I'll tell you what 
we'll do ; we'll exchange forgiveness, divide the 
blame, and — [ivith a touch of tendnmess] — youll be 
generous, and let me keep all the memories ! 

Enter Miss P., and crosses L., and down to window, 
She glances at the others^ then discreetly goes up 
and looks out of the window. Lady M. and 
Trower look at each otJter for a moment^ still 
with clasped hands. 

Lady M. 
Good-bye, Jim. [Shakes hands with him again. 

Trowbb. 
Good-bye, Margaret. 

Miss P. 

[Coming dovm quickly.] There is a cab driving up. 

[Moving to 0. 
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Lady M. 

I don't want a cab. [Going up towards L. door^ 
I have my carriage. 

Miss P. 

Of course, I know, dear. ^Aside to Trower, C] 
Go in there, and leave- everything to me. 

[Trower goes up 0. 
Trowbr. 

\Up C] Good-bye, Margaret. 

Lady M. 

[Up L.] Good-bye, James. 

[He shakes his head at her with a smile, 
and exit C, 

Miss P. 

Margaret, it is rather awkward — it is she, Olive 
Lawrence. [Cominy dovm to Margaret. 

Lady M. 

[First frowning, then ithrugging her shoulders !\ 
"Wnat a bore for me I Never mind ; I'm going any- 
way. Good-bye, dear; come and see me before I 
go to-morrow. [They kiss, 

[Jarvis opens the door to admit Olive. 
Olive enters timidly; starts back on 
seeing Lady M. 

Lady M. 

[With an affectation of airy cheerfulness,'] Good 
afternoon, Miss Lawrence. [Crossing L.] Gk>od- 
bye, Molly, dear. To-morrow, then ! 

[ExU Lady M. 
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Miss P. 

[ To Olive.] It was good of you to come. It was 
the right thing to do. 

[Takes her over and seats her by writing-desk, 

Olivb. 
Is he — is he better % 

Miss P. 

I'm going to see. [Going up C] Wait here for 
a moment. [Smiles, and exits 0. 

[Olive, who appears to be ruth<^r alannedy 
remains perfectly still for a few moments. 
Rises, Then she lets her eyes wander 
round the room. Presently they light 
upon her of/m letters, which are lying 
on the writing-table. She goes a little 
nearer and looJcs at them with curiosity 
and mistrust. 

Enter Trower C, comes down C. 

[Olive raises her eyes and shrinks Inickm 
They look ai each other in silence, 

Olive. 
The telegram said you were dangerously ill. 

Trower. 
I am suffering deeply — but I am not ill- 

Olive. 
It was an untruth. 
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Thowbr. 

It was the untruth of a very noble-hearted 
woman. 

Olive. 
Her untruth — and yours. 

Trower. 

Not mine. I knew nothing of her telegram till 
a few minutes ago. 

Olivb. 

I'm glad you are not ill, and will go now. 

[TFi*^^ a moveihent towards 0. 

Troweb. 

\QmcMyJ\ You were looking at those letters when 
I came in. 

Olive. 
\In a low voieeJ] Yes. 

Trower. 

Perhaps it occurred to you as a surprisingly brutal 
proceeding to have returned them unopened. 

Olive. 
[Hanging her head a little,'] I might — I — [Faicse 

Trower. 
You might — ? 

Olivb. 

ITothing, 



\ 
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Trower. 

Yes — something. You might have been kinder 
and burnt them unread yourself. You might have 
torn them into the smallest of fragments and tossed 
them in the trout stream. You might have con- 
sidered a heart filled with remorse as something 
sacred. 

Olivb. 

\A Utile agitated.] You — you have put me in the 
wrong. I — ^I would rather go now, if I may. 



Trowbr. 

I wish to ask you one question first. Who set 
you up to be so implacable a judge of human con- 
duct? I, who know something of the temptations 
of a man's life, judged myself harshly enough ; why 
do you, who know nothing, judge me more harshly ? 



Olive. 

You are quite right. I only know that you are 
placing me more in the wrong, and that I would like 
to go away now. 

Trower. 

J Is deeply affected , but controls himself. Hoarsely. 1 
t your face that I may see it once more. 

[She lifts her face. He (jazes at her. Svd- 
denly he seizes her in, his arms. 
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Tbowbb. 
You are mine — mine. 

Olive. 
\Iiele(iiing herself.] Ko, no, no ! 

Trower. 

I beg your pardon. [Goes to the bell and rings. 
Comes do ten L.C. and does not look at her again.] I 
have rung. Jarvis is waiting to let you out. 

[Olive looks ni hU'fi^ goes up R.O. a little^ 
then swiftly and silently^ unseen by him^ 
goes to ioriting-table R, secures the 
letters^ and conceals them in her bosom. 

Oltvb. 

[Gently.] Good-bye. 

[Moves towards door L.0, 

Trower. 

Good-bye. [Below sofa L.] God bless you. 

[Olive stops for a moment np L.C, then 
suddenly comes down to him. The love 
of him has come back to her face. Site 
comes down L.O. to him. 

Olivr 
Would Mr. Jarvis know — if you kissed me — Jim? 

[He turns and looks at her ; she looks 
gladly in his eyes. 



§ 
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Trowbr. 
Olive I 

\He sinks on his kneeSy catching at her 
hands. She sinks on ihs c<Mch L., Iier 
arms round his head. ' 

Olive. 
Jim — Jim — 

\Her face radiant as she bends over him. 



Slow Curtain. 
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